
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




WiLUAM B. Cairns Collection 

Of 

American Women Writers 



3 
^ 



1650-1920 



.♦:♦. 



WiLUAM B. Cairns 

Professor of English 

University of Wisconsin-Madison 



J • 




r-* /-^ 



!b'/^ 









Digitized by Google 



^^ N^ 



K^»ii^ 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



SKETCHES 



BY A 



CHRISTIAN'S WAY-SIDE. 



1 

i 



Diailized by Google 



Digitized by Google ^ 



SKETCHES 



Bf ▲ 



CHRISTIAN'S WAY-SIDE. 



BY 

MRS. A. M. MEAD. 



"The daily round— the common ta«k 
Will furnish all we ought to ask, 
Room to deny ourselves— a road 
To bring us daily nearer God." 



PHILADELPHIA: 

H. HOOKER, 16 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET. 

1846. 



Digitized by Google 



Entered according to Act of CSongress, in the year 1845, by 

H. HOOKER, 

in the Clerk^t Office of the District Court for the Eastern District 
of Pennsylvania. 



/W«AMM*WWW«M«W«MA^»>^tfW«# 



T. X. & P. &• COLLINS, ' 
FRINTBBS. 



Digitized by Google 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



These Sketches of Mrs. Mead have many of 
them been published, but the demand for them 
continuing, the publisher now presents them 
in a new form with several new pieces. The 
simplicity of the style, the tone of piety which 
pervades them, the truth and quickening inte- 
rest of all the narratives, will, he thinks, con- 
tinue ta commend the work as one from which 
the best and most affecting lessons may be drawn 
of submission to tjie Divine will. They are 
sketches of real life, and illustrate the dealings 
of God with his children, commingling with 
their sorrow the sweetness of hope, or supply- 
ing their lack of temporal comforts with the 
exceeding riches of his grace. They might be 
entitled Leaves from the Book of Providence, 
which reveal the grace of God in the sorrows 
and -comforts of his people. 

Christian life never seems so beautiful, so 
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VI .ADVERTISEMENT. 

divine, as when springing up in the broken 
heart, or the heart destitute of other goods, it 
takes away the burden and shame of want, and 
touches the sources of grief as with the oil of 
gladness, making even sorrow yield the fruits 
of peace — so educing strength out of weakness, 
and coming in with joy and triumph at the point 
of despairing. 

Those who read this little book will see in- 
stances of this beautiful working, wherein the 
dross of our nature is parted from the gold, 
leaving all bright and fair without the help of 
any conditions or refinements of the world. 



Digitized by Google 



CONTENTS. 



PAGE 

The Western Homo - ... 9 

Tribute to the Liturgy - - - - 28 

The Sunday Scholar - - - - 36 

The Bereft - ^ - . - 43 

The Lost Traveller - - - - 62 

The Exhortation to the Communion - - 70 

A Word Spoken in Season - - - 75 

The Book of Common Prayer - - - 82 

The Early Dead - - - . - 87 

Old Peter ----- 94 

Boast not Thyself of To-morrow - - - 104 

Communion on Earth and Communion in Heayen 109 

My Mother's Prayer-Book - - - 119 

The Father's Consolation - - - 124 

The Captive is Free - - - - 135 

The Bridal - . - - - 142 

Death on the Ocean ' - - - - 147 

The Lightning Stroke - - - - 164 

Conclusion - - - - - - 161 

Mrs. Ann Eliia Enipie - - . - 166 

Mrs. Maria H. Campbell - - . . 173 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



THE WESTERN HOME. 

" Real faith is like the ■im'i fkir floFer, 

Which, 'midst the clouds that shroud it, and the winds 

That wave it to and fro, and all the changefi 

or air and earth and sky, doth rear its head 

And Iook«th up, still steadflist nato 6od.» 

"Everything goes wrong," exclaimed Wal- 
ter Fleming, as he entered at twilight his richly 
furnished dining room. Impatiently laying 
iLside his hat and cloak, he threw himself into 
a rocking chair and repeated'—" Everything 
goes wrong, wife, everything'-^wQ have heen 
going behindhand for months, and the failure 
of Smith & Co., of which we have heard to- 
day, has given the finishing strdce to mjr em- 
barrassments." 

" I feared that you were finding trouble in 
your worldly affairs, as you were not with us 
^ dinner, but we fire glad to see you now. 
Come, draw your chair to the lea-table, and 
forget for awhile your perplexing cares." 

" Forget them, wife ! I cannot ! Night and 
2 
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10 THE WESTERN HOME. 

day I am distressed and anxious— everything 
goes wrong, I say !" 

" It is only to those who * love God' that the 
promise is made that all things shall go riglU^ 
my dearest hushand. For such, although the 
clouds may for awhile be dark and the prospect 
misty, there is always light in the distance." 

** I can bear implied reproof from you, wife," 
replied Mr. Fleming, as he afiectionately took 
the hand of the gentle speaker ; ** you are not 
one of those who Bay and do HOt$ you are a 
living, speaking commentary on the religion 
you profess ; I wish there were more like you." 

Alice Fleming was, indeed, a pattern of good 
works» She was one of those excellent beings 

« That seem to dweU 
Above this eartli — so rich a spell 
Floats round their steps, where'er thej move, 
Fh>m hopes fulfilled and mutual love." 

She was heartily devoted to the religion she 
professed ; her faith in Jesus Christ was a liv- 
ing principle, and her life was a mirror of th^ 
doctrines of the Gospel, reflecting all those vir- 
tues and graces tl^at should belong to a woman 
professing godliness. 
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THE WESTERN BOKB. II 

Her husband was an upright, intelligent, 
generous man — ^the best of husbands and the 
best of fathers — ready to lavish upon his wife 
and children all that he could earn by the most 
diligent application to a lucrative business ; he 
was an excellent citizen and a faithful friend 
—but here his goodness ended — ^this world 
bounded his hopes, and hia faith extended not 
beyond the narrow limits of the grave. It was 
the daily prayer of h^ wife that he might 
be brought into the fold of the Redeemer ; in 
silence and secrecy she besought the Lord to 
turn him and so should he be turned. The 
knowledge that he was out of the ark of safety 
was the only drawback to her happiness— to 
see him in it was the one thing needful to her 
earthly peace. 

She was herself consistent and steadfast in 
the performance of all her religious duties ; but, 
near as were the SfMritual interests of her hus- 
band to her heart, she never intruded the sub- 
ject of religion upon him, or introduced it at 
unseasonable times. If at any moment she 
perceived that his feelings were made tender 
by some afflictive or prosperous occurrence, she 
endeavoured to speak that **word*in season" 
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12 THE WBSTERN HOMS. 

which the wise Hraa has pronounced so good, 
and f ometimes, as she sat with her open Bible 
at the hushed evening hour, she would read 
some cheering promise, or sweet, consoling 
paragraph of that blessed Tolume, and speak 
of the strength and comfort it afforded to the 
weak in purpose or wounded in spirit. 

The «* unbelieving husband" could not fail 
to respect a faith that produced such fruits. 
He saw it exhibited in the sweet composure of 
his wife's feelings, the evenness of her temper, 
the charitableness of her heart, and, more than 
all, in the cheerful and unrepining spirit with 
which she met disappointment and loss. He 
could not but feel that there was a reality in 
such a religion, and sometimes, as upon the 
evening to which we have alluded, he would 
seem forced to acknowledge it. 

Mr. Fleming left his house wi the morning 
of the day after that on which our little narra- 
tive commenced, with a shaded brow and a. 
heavy heart. Alice watched him from the 
window with a feeling of pity, which was fol- 
lowed by a fervent aspiration that the ** integ- 
rity of the upright" might guide him in all his 
intercourse with a tempting and regardless 
world. 



Digitized by GOO^^^V- 



'# 



THE WASTSRN UOMB. 13 

Weeks passed on — tbe look of anxiety deep<- 
ened on the countenance of Mr. Fleming, while 
that of Alice retained its placid calmne^ss, or, 
perhaps, was more ready than usual to break 
into a smile. . One evening, after a painful 
silence, he said, with much feeling-*r* 

** It is of no use to struggle any longer. I 
have looked at our afiurs in every point of 
view, and I see no way in which I can resume 
business — I think we must decide upon going 
west ; do you thinks Alice, that you can consent 
to follow the broken fortune? of your husband?" 

** Do you doubt it, Walter? I have told you 
repeatedly that I stood ready to go wherever 
you believed duty or even interest pointed." 

** I know you have said it, Alice, and you 
have fairly ' counted the cost' of an exile from 
home and all its sweet associations; but you 
know not yet what it is to pay it, and I fear 
when the time really approaches, even your 
resolute spirit will fail, and you will look back 
with regret to the good land you are leaving." 

»' I shall doubtless look back, Walter ; but I 

trust not with a murmuring spirit — I shall leave 

much that I love, but there is but one object 

that deserves the name of sacrifice. I leave a 

3* 
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14 THB WBSnilUf HOilS. 

land of religious light and priTileges for one 
where they are unknown, or, what ia worse, 
disregarded. But I trust in time to be fully 
reconciled to even this deprivation, for Ood is 
tverj/where, and can grant us the light of his 
coiintenance and the joy of his presence in the 
wilderness and solitary place as well as in the 
proud cathedral with its crowds of worshipers. 
Yes, I am ready, Walter; are you equally 
so?" 

** Yes ; I have brought my mind to it by a 
strong effort, for I see that it must be done, and 

the sooner the better.*' 

« « « « « 

Not many days after, Alice Fleming was 
seen, with a cheerful countenance and willing 
step, arranging her splendid and tasteful furni- 
ture, and putting things in order for a public 
sale. All was soon disposed of, and a house 
so recently a scene of elegance and comfort 
was dreary and desolate. All but the chamber 
of its mistress-^here, with the few articles she 
had reserved for herself, hef children by her 
side, and her Bible on her stand, sunshine and 
peace prevailed. Alice was happy, although 
she was about leaving her home, family and 
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THE WESTERN HOKE. 15 

long-tried friends, for an unknown regicm and 
the uncertain good will of strangers. She was 
happy* because she was doing her duty. 

^ Such is the bliju 4>f souls serene, 
When they have sworn, with steadfast mien, 
Counting the cost, in all to espy 
Their God — ^in all themselves deny. 

<< 0, could we learn that sacrificf , 
What lights would all around us rise I 
How Would our hearts with wisdom talk 
Along life's dullest, dreariest walk t" 

In a few weeks the family were on their way 
westward. Like the patriarch, they went for- 
ward, not knowing whither. Oh, had Walter 
Fleming possessed the patriarch's faith, and 
thosen the patriarch's Gkxi as his guide, how 
confidently and firmly would he have walked 
in the " footsteps of the flock !" As it was, he 
was doubting and anxious, and it required con* 
stant exertion on the part of Alice to raise his 
drooping spirits and cheer him on his way. 

Ten days found the pilgrims nearly ten hun- 
dred miles from the home of their childhood 
and the scenes of comfort that had encircled 
ilheir wedded life. Mr. Fleming had saved 
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16 THB W8STERN ^OMS. 

from the wreck of his fortune enough to pro^ 
cure for his family a small lodge in the wilder- 
ness, and here they soon collected their little 
aU. 

Alice had been a communicant in the Epis- 
copal Church since the age of fifteen, and 
within its hallowed precincts she had dedicated 
her children to her Saviour in holy baptism. 
Walter and Ellen had learned to love the 
Church of their mother's Jove, and to Jisp its 
hymns and prayers, although the one was but 

seven and the other four years of age. 

« # # # « 

It was Sunday morning — ^the first Sabbath 
of the strangers in a strange land. The sun 
arose in unusual brilliancy, and its rich light 
fell gorgeously on the dark woods of Indiana 
that bounded the opposite shore of the Ohio, 
on whose banks our pilgrims were located. 
The scene was solemn and grand — the waves 
of the noble river rolled by in gentle dignity, 
and, as they washed the shore, alone broke the 
profound stillness that reigned around. 

Alice had risen with the dawn of day, and 
stood at their cottage door looking abroad on 
the beauty of the scene-*— its natural eloquence 
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THE WESTERN HOME. 17 

spoke to her heart, and she felt that perhaps 
in this land of silence and solitude she might 
be brought nearer her God than she had ever 
yet been. ** But my children, my precious little 
ones," she exclaimed, " how" shall I teach you 
to yield your young affections to your God, in 
a region where no temple rises to his name, 
and his worship is unknown?" Then arose 
the soothing reflection that the promise was to 
** them and their children,^^ and she resolved 
to do her part in faithfulness, and to leave the 
result to Him who alone could sanctify and 
bless her efforts. 

When Alice returned to the house she found 
her little son Walter up and dressed with 
great care and neatness, having taken, himself, 
from his trunk, his bright Sunday suit, which 
had mA been removed since his mother's hand 
packed it before leaving home. When seated 
at their simple breakfast, he said, " Mother, 
where are we going to church to-day ? I looked 
from the top of the highest hill yesterday, as 
far as my eye could reach, and I could not see 
a single steeple, and scarcely a house of any 
kind — I am afraid we shall have a great way 
to go to church." 
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18 THE WESTERN HOME. 

" There is no church, my dear Walter, near 
enough for us to attend, and we must worship 
God today in our own house — he will listen 
to our prayers And accept our services if offered 
in sincerity and truth." 

**iVbf go to ehurchr exclaimed little Ellen; 
"why, mother, we never stayed at home ; what 
shall we do all day?" 

As soon as the duties of the morning were 
over, Alice took her children aside, and, with 
their Bibles and Prayer-books, went with them 
through the beautiful service of our Church. 
'Their sweet, childish voices made each re-» 
spouse in its proper place, and arose in simple 
melody as they joined their mother in singing 
the sweet hymns. 

Many Sabbaths were thus improved by this 
pious parent, until the Liturgy became familiar 
as household words to Walter and Ellen. Other 
studies were not neglected, but the children 
received from their mother systematic instruc- 
tion in the various branches to which they 
had attended in the excellent schools at home. 
Walter was now growing a fine, manly boy — 
distinguished for his generosity and the warmth 
of his aflfections. It was interesting to mark his 



Digitized by Google 



THB WfiSmSRI? HOME. 19 

devotion to his mother. With a consideration 
seldom found in dder hearts, he watched her 
wishes, and oflen anticipated them, and was 
^Tfer ready most promptly to deny himself any 
gratification for her sake. In the midst of her 
seclusion and apparent loneliness, Alice enjoy- 
ed much real peace. When the duties of the 
day were over, she walked with her children 
on the green hills that surrounded their home, 
and endeavoured to lead their young hearts 
to the God of the Everlasting Hills, and to 
spiritualize every flower that bloomed beneath 
their feet. 

•* Mother," said Walter one bright evening, 
*« we have not had our walk for several days — 
my head aches sadly this afternoon, and I 
think I should feel better if I could breathe 
some of the fresh air-— are you not sufficiently 
at leisure to go a short distance with me, mo- 
ther?" 

Alice looked up as her son spoke, and, ob- 
serving that his face was pale and his eye 
heavy, quickly laid aside her work and pre- 
pared herself for a walk. 

Walter, whose bounding step would of^eh 
leave his mother and sister far in the distance. 
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BOW walked pen^iyely by their side, and they 
had proceeded but a short distance whidn be 
expressed a wish to return^ complainiag of 
fatigue and an increase of pain in his head. A^ 
soon as they reached. the house he laid down, 
and a flushed cheek and excited pulse fol- 
lowed the paleness and languor that his mother 
had remarked an hour before. She perceived 
the necessity of immediate and active treat- 
ment, and^ without waiting ifor the cmning of 
her .husband, whose return she was expecting 
each moment, she administered such remedies 
as her judgment directed. Walter took his 
medicine without speaking, and then gently 
laid his head on his pillow and tried to sleep. 
£[is mother sat by his side till the shades of 
night gathered round them, and then left him 
but for a few moments to attend to the wants 
of little Ellen. 

" Has not father come yet?" asked Walter. 

** No, my son, but I am expecting him every 
moment— he promised to return to us to-night, 
and I have been looking for him the past 
hour." 

"I wish he would come," said the sick 
child. <*Hark! do I not hear the sound of his 
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horse's feet? Do open the door, mother, and 
listen." 

In a few mcnnents Mr. Fleming was at the 
bed-side of his little boy — ^he bent anxiously 
over him and inquired about his feelings. 

*' I have felt sick for two or three days, fa- 
ther, but I thought I should get over it, and 
that I had better not trouble mother while you 
were away, but my head ached so much this 
evening that I could not help telling her. I 
am glad you have come home, dear father — 
please sit down and stay with me." 

The anxiety of Mr. Fleming would not per- 
mit him to do this. Walter was his first-born 
child — his darling, only son. The little boy 
not only gratified his father's pride by his in- 
telligence and generosity, but was bound to his 
heart by his aiectionate and dutiful conduct. 

Mr. Fleming perceived that the attack of his 
child was violent, and determined not to rest 
until he had procured medical advice. Al- 
though much fatigued by a wearisome ride of 
two days, he remounted his jaded horse and 
proceeded to the nearest town, which was ten 
or twelve miles distant. It was near midnight 
3 
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when he reached the house of Dr. D < , who 
readily yielded to his urgent request that he 
would return with him immediately. 

As the day dawned they reached the cottage, 
and found the little Walter under the influence 

<^ a burning fever. Dr. I> pronounced 

his case an alarming one, and proceeded at 
once to administer the most actire remedies. 

** Can you take this hitter draught, my little 
fellow?" he asked, as he held up the glass that 
contained the medicine. 

" I can take anything, sir, that you and my 
parents think best," and, as he spoke, he raised 
himself in the bed and extended his hand for 
the medicine, which he ^rank without hesita- 
tion. 

"I do not find many such patients among 
children of a larget growth," said Dr. D 
to Mrs. Fleming. ** Your Kttle son ha» been 
well disciplined, madam." 

"He has required but Kttle disdpKne, sir. 
We have been greatly blessed in possessing in 
Walter a filial and obedient child." 

As the symptoms of Waher became more 

alarming. Dr. D resolved to spend the 

remainder of the day with him, that he might 
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minutely watch the pTogresa of his disease. 
The little sufi^er rolled restlessly from side to 
side of the bed, and towards night became un- 
conscious of the presence of the kind friends 
who ministered to his wants. Alice calmly 
bent over him, bathing his burning brow and 
wetting his parched lips ; but the anguish of the 
father knew no bounds when be perceived, by 
the wild brilliancy of his child's eye, that the 
inflammation had proceeded to his brain. 

Dr. D was obliged to leave the distressed 
family at sunset, but returned at noon the next 
day : he stood by the little cot for a few mo- 
ments, and then turned mournfully aside to 
prepare some medicine. 

Mr. Fleming could not trust himself to ask 
his opinion. 

'^ You can say nothing to encourage us, 
sir?" said Alice. 

" I will not deceive you, my dear madam— 
the symptoms are at present obstinate, but they 
may yield. May God assist our feeble efforts !" 

From that moment Alice surrendered her 
child to her Maker. Something told her that 
he must go, and, with an almost bursting heart, 
she submitted to the Lord's will. It was not 
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SO with Mr. Fleming. Unsupported by the 
faith that sustained his wife, he was prostrated 
at the bare possibility of his child's death. He 
could not — he would not see his son torn thus 
suddenly from his embrace — he felt that a 
stroke so heavy must not fall upon him. He 
paced the room in agony, entreating the phy- 
sicians to do something for his son. But it 
pleased God to move on in his chastening 
power, and the anguishi of the father, the skill 
of physicians, the prayers of the mother were 
unavailing. Walter was not to stay in this 
rough world. His infant footsteps were to tread 
a smoother road, even the streets of the golden 
city— the New Jerusalem'^where the Saviour's 
little children are as bright Seraphim around 
the Throne of God. 

On the sixth day of his illness, after a short 
but quiet sleep, he opened his eyes and ex- 
claimed "Mother." The heart of Alice bound- 
ed with gratitude at the sound — it was the first 
time his lips had breathed her name for several 
days. 

*♦ Mother," said he, extending his trembling 
hand, " mother, does the Doctor think I shall 
get well?" 
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Alice hesitated far a moment, but the next 
she said, "I fear not, my son: do you feel 
willing that it should he so ?" 

" Yes, raothej^ — I am sorry to leave you and 
father, and dear little sister, but I have felt that 
I was going to die ever since the evening I 
asked you to go and walk with me. I feel very 
weak. How long have I been sick ?" 

*< Only a week, my child. — ^Does it seem to 
you longer?" 

" Oh, yes^ I thought it had been many weeks 
—60 many things have passed through my 
mind." 

Mr. Fleming came in at this moment, and, 
with his wife, rejoiced over the restored reason 
df their child. Alas! they knew not that it 
was but the flickering of the lamp on the eve 
of expiring in the socket. 

After an interval of rest Walter again spoke. 

♦* Father, dear father," said he, *' the Doctor 
thinks that I shall not get well ; I am sorry to 
go away from you, but I hope I am going to 
my heavenly Father. In my trunk you will 
find my little Bible and Prayer Book that mo- 
ther gave me last Christmas — they are for you, 
father, because you have not got any like mo- 
3* 
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ther's : and, dear mother, I have been thinking 
what I conld give you, and I have nothing but 
that box of beautiful shells that I gathered with 
Ellen on the beach at home — ^that is in the cor- 
ner of my little drawer. You must give Ellen 
all my books, and my Kttle garden, with my 
sweet peas and g<^den coreopsis that I have 
been hoping to see blossom." 

He sank back exhausted— Alice offered him 
a cordial, but he shook his head. After a few 
moments he said, <' I hope the Lord Jesus Christ 
loves me, and will _put me on his right hand 
among his sheep. Mother " 

"Walter, Walter," exclaimed Mr. Fleming, 
as his head fell languidly on his mother's 
shoulder. The sweet child answered not. He 
was "absent from the body, and present with 

the Lord." 

« JK « JK « 

Dark and desolate was the heart of Mr. 
Fleming as he contemplated the remains of his 
child. No blessed word of promise found ac- 
cess there, whispering, " I may go to him, but 
he cannot come to me." All was dark uncer- 
tainty, and he saw his first bom placed in the 
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ground, without faith in the promise that he 
should rise again. 

But the'bbw brought him to himself, and to 
that inspired Word that assured him that his 
child was 7iot dead but sleeping. There he 
sought consdation, and there he found it. He 
studied, believed, and was a happy man. 

" They that sow in tears shall reap in joy,'* 
and the chastisement that had seemed to Alice 
the most severe that could have befallen her, 
was made to her the cause of thanksgiving and 
praise. 
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** I love thy kingdom, Lord, 

The house of thine abode. 
The ^urch our blest Redeemer saved 

With his own precious blood," 

The " last day of the week" was drawing to 
a close. The summer's sun had disappeared 
in a blaze of brilliancy, and the labourer wasJ 
returning from his toilsome day's work to re- 
pose beneath his own vine and fig-tree. The 
busy activity of the little village of L was 

subsiding into the peaceful reiSt of the Sabbath, 
and its weekly business would close with the 
arrival of the stage, which was every moment 

expected at the hotel. L was an orderly 

village. The Sabbath was remembered, and 
by jnaost of the inhabitants " kept holy," and it 
was pleasant to pass the humble cottages after 
the "six days of labour," and see the prepara- 
tions for that day on which "no manner of 
work was to be done." The spade and the 
plough were put out of sight, while within 
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doors the already cooked food^showed that the 
inmates endeavoured literally to obey the early 
command, " Ye shall kindle no fire throughout 
your habitation on the Sabbath day." 

Col. T. was among the passengers in the 
stage that now drove down the hilL He alight- 
ed from the coach, complaining of the heat, 
dust, and roughness of the rottds, which, as 
the driver expressed it, were as " smooth as a 
dollar:' 

"It can't be the /ro«^ coming out of the 
ground^ friend, can it ?" said a benevolent look- 
ing old gentleman^ who had quietly borne the 
fatigues of the ride, and as quietly the com- 
plaints of his fellow passengers. 

He spoke in a sarcastic but good-natured 
tone, and Col. T., as he looked at him, felt how 
unreasonable his complaints had been, and po- 
litely apologized. The truth was, he had been 
rendered uncomfortable by learning that no 
stage would leave the village in the morning, 
which would prevent his proceeding on his 
journey. 

"Don't t^ke it so seriously,*' said his old 
fellow passenger, " it may be all for the best in 
more ways than we can now see, and it is cer- 
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lainly a breach of the commMldment for either 
man or beast to travel unnecessarily on th6 
Sabbath day. Come, walk over to my little 
cottage and there pass the night — ^you will find 
its stillness pleasanter than the bustle of a vil- 
lage tavern— will you go?" 

Col. T. hesitated, but, observing the expres- 
sion of frank kindness that accompanied the 
invitation, he thanked his new friend, and they 
proceeded together to the cottage. It was a 
spot of rural kvelinejss and quiet. The wood- 
bine and honeysuckle clambered over the rustic 
porch, and the evening breeze came laden with 
the perfume of the rich flowers that adorned 
the garden. 

** I am glad to be at home again, mother," 

said Mr. N , taking the hand of his wife, 

"and I am sure you will join me in giving a 
hearty welcome to a friend who will pass to- 
morrow with us." 

Mrs. N — S— kindly greeted the stranger, and 
they entered the cottage, where he was enter* 
tained with primitive simplicity and patriarchal 
grace. Supper being over. Col. T., observing 
that the preparations for the Sabbath were 
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quietly going on, asked Mr. N what ehurch 

he attended. 

" The Protestant Episcopal Church, sir, where 
all our village unite in worship," 

CoL T.-^We have an Episcopal Church 
near us, in which I own a pew, hut I seldom 
attend it. Are you attached to the church, sir? 

Mr. iV".— ^In its holy faith I hope to live and 
die; it has been to roe a "refuge from the 
storm, a shadow from the heat," a home, an 
ark of rest ! 

CoL T, — I think it has too many /orm*, and 
these forms are confused and irregular. 

Mr. N. — I am sorry to hear you say so, my 
friend, but not surprised^ for, when I hear a 
stranger speak thus of our scriptural Liturgy, 
I think of a remark I once heard froq^x an old 
churchman: he said the Liturgy was like a 
dissected map — to a stranger, all confusion ; to 
one familiar with it, all order and agreement. 

Col. T. — The service is too long — ^I like 
more preaching. 

Mr. N. — Preaching is not worsJdp, and, 
though edifying, and often a richly blessed 
means of grace, much of it is, after all, clothed 
in the " enticing words of men's wisdom." Our" 



Digitized by Google 



/;■ 



32 TRIBUTE TO THE Ln:UROY« 

service seldom occupies more than an hour^ 
and that is but a little while to spend in praises 
to Him from whom we receive every " good 
and perfect gift." You say it is " all confu- 
sion." It opens with one or more sentences 
of Scripture, one of which should be peniten- 
tial, which are followed by an exhortation from 
the minister, urging the people to join him in 
the holy exercises that follow. If you will 
examine the Liturgy, you will perceive that, 
after confessing our sins and reading a portion 
of God's Word, we proceed, according to the 
apostolical direction, to offer "supplications, 
prayers, intercessions and giving of thanks for 
all men:" but all this is a dead letter to one 
whose heart is not interested. You must ex- 
cuse me if I have spoken warmly, for I long to 
have every one find the Church the sanctuary 
that I have found it. ^ 

After uniting in evening devotions, the family 

retired. It was early, and Col. T sat up 

awhile after they left him. He took up the 
neatly covered Book of Common Prayer that 
was upcm the table, and looked it over. Curi- 
osity led him to read the rubrics to which his 
friend had referred him, and which he had 
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never tjiefoie noti<^d* He found in them sim- 
ple directions for each part of the service, and 
be laid aside the book better satisfied with its 
order and arrangement. 

The ijiext morning the little femily were 
ready at an early hour for church. As they 

were about to go, Mr. N^ said to his guest, 

, *' I will make no apology for leaving you ; 
on any other day I shall be happy to devote 
myself to you, but to-day my time is not my 
own — ^it belcMigs to Hini who reined on the 
seventh day." 

** But you will allow me to join you," said 
Col. T — ^, and, taking his hat, they were 
foon on their way to the church, which was 
beautifully situated a little apart from the busy 
centre of the village. The service commenced. 
The venerable Mr. N — p- knelt and made his 
"humble confession to Almighty God" in a 
low, distinct tone of voice. Col. T ■ was 
struck with its appropriatenesSf and, when the 
ministex was followed by the people in the 
Lord's prayer, he felt with how much propriety 
they could address as a Father Him before 
whom they had just outspread all their weak- 
ness and want. He attended carefully to each 
4 
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part of the senrice, and could see no fault in it. 
There was no spiritual grace that had not been 
sought, no mercy for which thanks had not 
been returned. In the afternoon he again took 
his seat in the house of God, and again was 
solemnized and interested. Hie warm yet 
chastening worship had touched his heart. The 
evening was spent by the stranger with his 
newly made friends. Words of wisdom and 
piety fell from the lips of the venerable Mr. 

N . He did not speak of the peeuKarities 

of bis own Church, but the beauty of holine$$ 
was his theme. Early the next morning Col. 
T—— left that cottage of piety and peace. As 
he pressed the hand of his friend at parting, 
he said, in a low tone, <* I hope my detention 
has been for the best in more umys than 

one" 

m m m m m 

Col. T— — with his fiunily are now regukr 
attendants of the Episcopal Church in the 
beautiful town of W— , and he is one of its 
most generous supporters. 

He dates his interest in it, and the removal 
of his prejudices, to his visit to the cottage of 
L , and within its holy precincts I trust he 
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18 SO learning to walk in his Redeemer's foot- 
steps here, that he may eventually cherish a 
well-grounded hope of meeting Him in the 
Church Triumphant, 
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Was not our Lord a little child, 

Taught b3^ degrees to pray; 
By father dear aad mother mild 

Instructed day by day 7 

Keble. 

A TEAR or two since, I was associated with 
a Sunday School in a city of the far south. Its 
aspect was very different from that of ahe 
schools connected with the churches in the 
middle and noxthem states; no rosy cheeks 
and bright eyes, but, in their place, pale and 
sallow faces and languid expressions. 

There was a want of spirit and animation 
throughout — in the teachers and scholars — ^in 
the tones of each voice and the movements of. 
each body. Bht still, it was a blessed place ; 
for it is always blessed to see a group of young 
immortals, with the two paths yet before them, 
collected to lea^ the way that leadeth unto life. 

During; 1^ short period that I was allowed 
to teach & that school, many incidents occurred 
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—-for in a southern latitude aU is change — no* 
thing seems to last heyond a season; death 
lifigers in the first warm In^athings of spring, 
and the pestilent vapours of disease are inhaled 
with the fragrance and halm of the summer 
evening. ^ ' ' 

^ ^ mjr own little band much transpired to 
interest and move my feelings, besides the 
gradual advancement of each pupil in the 
knowledge that maketh wise to salvation. 

There was one sweet, blue-eyed boy, whose 
<}uiet manner and meek, attentive look inte- 
rested me from the first. He seemed to drink 
in instrtiction like water, and to thirst for more 
when the exercises were over. Whenever he 
heard the story of the Saviour^s death and 
sufierings, or of His love for little children, his 
earnest eye would be fixed in breathless atten- 
tion, tiU it was dimmed with tears. We used to 
call him our little ministery and fondly looked 
forward to the time when he should preach the 
<< unsearchable riches of Christ." But God 
had a nobl^pr work for his son. He took him 
in the morning and spared him the burden 
and heat of the day ! The tidings of his death 
reached me soon after I left that part of the 
4* 

Digitized by GoOQIc 




38 THE I^UNDAY ACHOLAR^ 

country. A friend thus wrote*-^**I saw him 
the day before his death. He seemed quito 
insensible, so much was he occupied by ilia 
sufferings ; once he bnghtejied — when I spoke 
of his Sunday school class." 

There was a little girl among them abo— a 
child of the fairest promise. She was idways 
in her place in all extremes of weather. One 
Sunday it was intensely cold, a most unusual 
day for a southern winter; she was amcmg the 
few that braved it ; but her last lesson was said ! 
That night she was attacked by a ferer whidi, 
in a few days, carrifed her to the grave. She 
died with her little Prayer Book ujuder her 
pillow, and the last ray of reason was given to 
that precious volume. 

The same fever that had thus thinned my 
numbers, laid kw a little boy belonging to the 
class of a fellow teacher, whose patient labours 
are re^tered in heaven* 

He was the only child of his parents— the 
centre of all their hopes, fears and bnxieties. 
He had been attacked with unusud violence, 
and friends, physicians, nurses, all h^t — pa- 
rents, felt that he must die. 

The disease was reaching its crisis, when I 
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went with a friend to pass the n^lltt with the 
little aufierer. Deep stillness hung around the 
cottage; At an extremity of the low piazza 
sat two medical men in anxious consultation. 
The tones of their voices were low ^d sub- 
dued, and the expression of each serious and 
doubtful. 

The sick chamber was profoundly still. It 
was difficult to recognize in the sunken, burn- 
ing countenance before us, the mild and placid 
features of our little scholar. His eyes rolled 
wildly from side to side, and his mouth was. 
blistered with fever. I took his hand, and, 
parting the curls on his hot brow, asked him if 
he knew me. A loud, unmeaning exclamation 
burst from his lips, which told the sad story of 
wandering reason. 

The physicians separated, and he to whose 
watchful care the child had been consigned, 
prepared to pass the night by his bedside. The 
father, who had anxiously waited the result of 
their consultation, called him aside, and asked 
their united opinion. 

Dr. hesitated. " TeU me," exclaimed 

the parent; " I do not listen in my own strength." 

"We think he cannot survive," said Dr. 



Digitized by Google 



40 Tfl$ StJNDAY SCHaLAR. 

— — tenderly. "Tomght, however, is the 
eritieal period ; we have decided upon trying a 
violent remedy ; I shall remain and watch its 
effect; should it be favouFaUe,lie may yet be 
spared to you, but the hope is but slender/' 

Th^ father bowed his head, and summoning 
in a distant apartment such of his family as 
were not engaged with the sick, he C(nnmended 
the child to the arms of his Saviour. His life 
was asked, bat with deep submission of the 
divine will — not our will, but Tkine^ was the 
spirit of the petition. 

It seemed as if the Almighty mercifully ac« 
cepted this entire surrender, and was satisfied 
with the faith of his children; «< Judgment is 
his strange work ;" and as he looked into the 
hearts of these parents and beheld their sub- 
mission to His will. He spake as of did to the 
Judean Patriarch: "Now I know that thou 
*• Mtest.G^, seeing thou hast not withheld thy 
son, thine only son, from me." 

The still vigils of the night commenced. 
They were interrupted only by the moans of 
the little sufferer, who, after a moment of 
troubled sleep, would awake to a new sense of 
his distress. His mother had been persuaded 
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to leave the room and seek some repose, but 
again atid again during the night ivould she 
steal to the bedside of her child and bend over 
him her tearful eyes to see if there was any 
change; but he would shrink, and cover his 
face with the clothes as if afraid of her who 
had so often pillowed his infant head. 

The night wore away; and the firist faint 
light of morning found the poor child exhaust- 
ed with suffering. The cold stamp of death 
seemed already on his brow, and his very cahn- 
ness led us to fear that all would soon be over. 
As we moistened his hps and smoothed his 
^ill0W, he turned over and appeared to be set- 
tling himself to sleep. In a few moments his 
soft, steady breathing fell upon oUf ears. The 
physician hastened to his side, and a my of 
hope crossed his face. It was a critical hour, 
one to which he had looked forward with fear. 
Nothing could be more favourable than this 
quiet slumber, the first he had enjoyed sinc^ 
his attack. 

The father came in at this moment. His 
expression of anxiety had given place" to one 
of tranquil acquiescence. On hearing the 
opinion of Dr. on the preceding evening, 
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he had surrendered his child to God, and in 
the fullness of his faith had heen enabled to 
** bless the giver and the taker toa" 

"Your care and nursing may yet be re- 
warded," whispered Dr. ■ 

'' Give God alone the praise," exclaimed the 
grateful parent. 

We all stood around the bed, "Etching that 
long sleep* We stood in prayer, waiting the 
Lord's decision. 

Afler an hour or more the child opened his 
eyes. One glance told the mother that her 
prayers were answered. Those eyes rested 
in fond inteUigence upon her. He looked 
around upon the group and then faintly asked, 
" Where U my Sm^ay teacher?'' The first 
thought that reason guided, rested on his Sun- 
day school. What a testimony of the faith- 
fulness and efficacy of the instructions he had 
received! It was enough to encourage that 
teacher to persevere in his efforts to thfe end of 
life, for it seemed like a voice from the other 
world attesting to the value of Sunday school 
labours. 
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** Whert tboa art gone 
Adieui Mid fkrewellt sre a sovod mnknowv; 
Maj I but meet tbee on that peaceful ^K>re, 
The parting word ihall pati my lips no more." 

COWFKK. 

That we are ••strangers and pilgrims on 
the earth," was the -confession of that crowd 
of witnesses who now> through faith and pj^- 
tience, inherit the promises. With the Divine 
assurance for their passport, this band of be- 
h'erers made their way through every tariety 
of trial, to that •• city which has foundations, 
whose builder and maker is Grod." 

There are those who in these latter days 
have followed closely in the footsteps of that 
holy flock ; and among such was Mary Single- 
ton, an aged mourner, who with chastened 
affections sojourned below, while her home and 
her Citizenship were in heaven. Her path 
through this world had been strewed with 
thorns, and each tear that moistened it, '^mourtt- 
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ed its own distinct distress^" and she now calm- 
ly pursued her earthly duties, with the eye of 
faith steadily fixed on that eternal weight of 
glory— the final reversion of the sanctified suf- 
ferer. But amidst a wreck of earthly feelings 
and prospects, there still remained one object 
upon which many a hope and fond anticipa- 
tion rested. An only son was spared ^o Mrs. 
Singleton*-*-spared through the helpless years 
of infancy, and the uncertain path of youth- 
spared from sickness and sorrow, and, to the 
eye of man, from sin.. He had ]been devoted 
to the Lord from his cradle, and the mother's 
prayer was fin^wered. Herbert grew in grace 
as he grew in knowledge, and when maturer 
years confirmed the earliest wish oi his youth, 
he dedicated himself, his talents and young af- 
fections, to the service of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
I cannot describe the emotions of the mo- 
ther's heart when she first beheld her son mi- 
nistering at. <jro4's altar, and received the cup 
of blessing from the han4 i^hc had first taught 
to rise in adoration. It w^ the fulfilment of 
all her hopes, th^ answer to all her prayers ; 
and in that one hour of bhss years of anxiety 
and bereavement were forgotten. She felt that 
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she had a son for eternity as well as tim^, and 
with the ^ged Simeon, she was ready to " de- 
part in peace/' 

Her faith was soon put to this last test. A 
prophetic cough had for some months warned 
her of the nearness of the grave, and soon after 
the settlement of Herbert over hfe small country 
parish, her feeble frame began to yield, and 
she was confined to the chamber of sickness. 
Here her patience and pious trust were hourly 
displayed, and her filial affection was called to 
its last sad exercise. The son scarcely left the 
bedside of his mother : 

— •" Day and night 
He watched, anticipating every want. 
And sharing every pang. From a full heart 
Now audibly, now silently, he poured 
Incessant supplications for her life. 
Or happiness in death — and when the hope 
Of her recovery failed, with gratitude 
He saw unshaken to the last her trust 
In His compassion, whom in health she served 
With willing mind.»» 

The sweet month of May was drawing to 
a close^ — that month of hope and promise, of 
leaves and sunshine— that clothes the earth 
5 
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with smiles, but fills many hearts with tears, hf 
calling the victim of consumption to its green 
bosom. It was the evening of the holy Sab- 
bath, The public worship of God's house was 
over, and Herbert sat beside his sleeping, pa- 
rent. 

She was tranquil — her pulse beat gently, 
and her son thought her much easier than 
usual-^but it was only a prelude to the enduxr 
ing rest upon which she was about to eriter***- 
A ray of the setting sun shone through the 
natural drapery of the window, and rested oa 
her face.' She opened her eyes and cast a. 
languid look of affection upon her son. 

"Herbert," she said, "I feel very faint; I 
may not be able to say muth more to you ; 
nay, do not," she added, laying her hand upon 
his arm as he hastily rose ; " do not go^ to get 
anything for this poor worthless body, but kneel 
down and let us pray once more together : — 
ask that my faith may sustain me through the 
dark valley, th&t my Saviour may be with me, 
and that I may rest solely on the arm of His 
righteousness." 

Herbert knelt ; large tears rolled over his 
cheeks, and nature for one moment would have 
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way, *• Lord, strengthen me for tMs hour !*' 
lie faintly ejaculated, and then the calm vmee 
of supplication arose. In one heartfelt peti- 
tion he besought the Lord to i-eceire the spirit 
of his departing parent. ** Let her be thine, 
Saviour, in death, as she has been thine in 
Kfe; encircle her now in the arms of thy re- 
deeming love, and, clothed, in thy spotless 
righteousness, may she peacefully enter thy 
Jieavenly kingdom r' 

*'Amen!*' murmured the dying believer. 
Herbert rose. The "silver cord" was gently 
loosed, and the' sainted spirit had returned to 
God who gave it. 

***** 

The evening was full of the presence of 
God, and Herbert sought the retirement of his 
shaded stillness. The moon was out in all her 
composing beauty. A silvery haze was over 
the horizon, through which the smaller stars 
twinkled modestly. 

As the uplifted eye of Herbert rested on the 
heavens, he exclaimed, — ^** Yes ! it is always 
so; the stars of divine promise shine through 
the mists of affliction, assuring us that there 
are worlds of light beyond this dark scene," 
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Nature and the voice of OniQipoteace \^hispeT>- 
ed p^ceV and tl^e mourner*s tearful eye was 
dried, and his tumultuous bosom became << cahn 
as the brow of Jesus." 

This was Herbert's first bereayement. The 
We c^ father, brothers, and sisters, he had 
never shared, for they had been summoned by 
death from the family circle while he was yet 
unconscious of his loss. But his faith was 
severely tried when he was called to part with 
his mother, his suffering parent, Christian mo- 
ther, the nurse (^ his infancy, the Companion 
of his boyhood, the sympathizing friend and 
faithful adviser of his after years. 

But something told him that it was selfish to 
mourn for such a parent, and by and by reflec- 
tion upon her meinory became sweet and sooth* 
ing, and a resignation full of hope filled his 
heart. He engaged with renewed interest in 
his sacred duties, and his increased faithfulness 
and zeal showe4 that his mother had not died 
in vain. 

* * * * « 

Caroline D had been the playmate and 

early friend of Herbert Singleton. As her 
mind expanded, he admired its beauty and 
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mluijess, and he learned to esteem a^dloye ker, 
as he saw the bright image of her Saviour re- 
flected on her hewrt. The life of Caroline had 
been written with a sutt^am— «he had known 
neither care nor sorrow. A sound and vigour- 
ous mind — a happy home — ^kind parents, and 
a refined circle of friends, were among the 
Wessings fiwr which. her daily offerings of praise 
arose. In "all tin^e of her prosperity," she 
sought the Author of every good and perfect 
gift, Jn bright, unsorrowing you^h, she laid 
upon God's altar the noble sacrifice of an un- 
tried heart. She did not wait iintil other 
sources of happiness were dried up, and then 
turn to heaven for the comfort earth denied, 
but she " came to the cross when her young 
cheek was blooming," and beneath its holy 
shadow she was prepared for joy or sorrow. 

When Herbert told her of his long and fond 
affection, she answered him with the simplicity 
and holy frankness of Rebecca. 

The gifts of betrothment passed — his, a beau- 
tiful copy of the Word of Life — hers, a seal 
bearing the inscription that should be written 
on the heart of every watohjnan of Israel : ** Be 
5* 
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thoH faithful unto deaths and i will give thee a 
crown of life." 

At the sweet hour of sunset on Sunday 
evening a brother clergyinan united Herbert 
ahd Caroline in the holy bands of matrimony^ 
The ceremony was perfonned in the little 
Church at whose altar he ministered, ahd be^ 
fore whose chancel she had first received th« 
emblems of a Saviour's love. The young bride 
was surrounded by a circle of aflectionate 
friends. The father, with a calm voice, com* 
mitted his child to another's care ; and the tear 
that stole down the mother's cheek was"^ caUgbt 
by a smile of afiectionate approbation. Bro- 
thers, sisters, and friends, formed a congratu* 
lating group, and many an inward petition 
arose for blessings on the youthful pair. 

Thus they married in the Lord, and, quietl;^ 
waiting upon Him, they consecrated their af- 
fectiohs, tastes and endowments, to high and 
holy purposes. In pursuing the simple round 
of duty connected with a country parish, they 
neglected not the graces and refinements of 
life. Luxuriant flowers surrounded their cot- 
tage ; and the tasteful hand of Caroline was 
displayed in their beautiful arrangement, while 
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literature riied its refining light upon every- 
thing around. After the labours of study or 
composition, Herbert sought the society of his 
gentle wife as a bird returns to its nestlings 
after a weary flight, and replumes its pinions 
for more powerful exertion. They conversed, 
read and walked together, &nd together at 
God's throne sought strength for future efforts 

" One in their studies, duties, pleasures pure. 
Guided and guiding each—blessing and blessed. 
Sweet intercourse between congenial minds—* 
And sweeter interchange 6f kindred hearts I'' 

Yeats passed on, and no shadow had as yet 
been cast on the pathway, or dimmed the 
prospects of our young friends. But in the 
enjoyment of happiness so- undisturbed, they 
would soon have forgotten that they were jm/- 
grim8. In the world we must have tribulation, 
and the foDowers of Jesus must all feel the 
weight oi the crosi?. 

An infant daughter was added to other bless- 

. ings — a lovely gift ; like its mother, fair iand 

beautiful in feature, and like the chiseled ivory 

in form. The little Caroline was but one week 

old, when her father received a summons to a 
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distant city, oa knportant business connected 
with the interest of his Master's kingdom. His 
presence was essentially necessary, and at any 
other time he would not have hesitated a mo^ 
ment about the course he ought to pursue. 
He now felt that he ought to go ; but, as he 
looked on his infant daughter and the feeble 
frame of his wife, the yearnings of the husband 
and father almost triumphed over the servant 
of the church. 

He did not inform his wife of the circum- 
stance; but, spreading the matter before the 
Lord^ he determined to communicate it to her 
the next morning. With the quick eye of 
affection, Caroline had observed the anxious 
expre8si<m upon his countenance, and inquired 
its cause. 

** Speak, Herbert," she said ; " you think be- 
cause my health is feeble I must not share your 
anxieties. Recollect that my &ith is not enfee* 
bled by this indisposition, but grows stronger 
in the hour of bodily weakness." When she 
heaM the circumstances, she exclaimed—^' My 
dear husband, can you for one moment hesi- 
tate ? Go, and may our Master's blessing go 
with you ! Ycrur presence is the solace of my 
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lonely hours, the light of my sick room ; but I 
could not love you so well, loved I not Jesus 
and his service more. You leave me with 
every comfort — a quiet home; my kind mother 
constantly with, me, and many friends near at 
hand—- and, best of all, you leave me with our 
God." 

At the dkwn of the next morning Herbert 
stood beside his wife. She was awake_ and 
^teiuied her hand to him. " One duty, my 
husband, remains to be performed, and then 
we shall be separated for the Jlrst time. Our 
little Caroline must be dedicated to her Saviour 
in the holy ordinance of baptism. I have 
f&ndly looked forward to the Sunday morning 
when I should present her at the altar where 
we pledged ourselves to each other, but it is 
better not to defer it. I trust she will be spared 
to us many years ; but it may please her Father 
to call her to himself even before you return, 
and I would have our lamb included now in 
the fold of the great Shepherd." 

The little family assembled. The font of 
pure water was placed beside the bed, and the 
voice of prayer arose. The parents renounced 
for their o&pring the ** pomps and vanities of 
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thia wieked world," and ihe little one was 
received into the "congregation of Christ's 
flock." 

In a few days Herbert found himself in the 

mid^ of his clerical brethren at O , and 

his feelings were soon intensely engag^ in 
the business that had called them together. 
His thoughts often turned h^smeward, but not 
with anxiety, for he felt that the banner bf 
divine love overshadowed the dear inmates of 
the parsonage, and that all was " well " with 
them. 

He had been several days at C , when 

a letter from home was^ handed him, and he 
perceived, with surprise, the well-known hand 
of his wife* Caroline had exerted herself to 
write, that she might with her own pen assure 
him that all were wdl at home. She expressed 
her deep interest in the important business that 
engaged him, and closed the few Unes with a 
renewed assurance of her fond affection, and 
perfect trust in heaven. 

Herbert read these words with gratitude, 
and with increased interest finished the work 
on which he had been sent. 

The next week he turned his face home- 
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ward witb a cheerful heart. The journey oc- 
cupied three whole days, but on the aftertioon 
of the fourth he drew tiear the viue-covered 
piazza ^f his little cottage. As the green lawn 
before^ it, and the white fences that encircled it 
rose npaa his view, he inwardly prayed that 
he might be prepared ftwr any sorrow that the 
Almighty might have in store for him. It was 
a -kind admonition of the blessed Spirit, and it 
helped to sustain him in the sad event. 

- The carriage stopped at the gate, and Her- 
bert dearcended with a light step. No voice 
greeted him, and a dead weight fell upon his 
heart as he looked up and perceived that each 
window shutter was closed. He rushed for- 
ward, and meeting no one below, hastily pass- 
ed ^n to the chaihber of his^wife. At the door, 
the toother of Caroline met him ; she threw her 
arms around his neck and burst into tears. 

Herbert was now prepared for the worst! 
He entered the chamber, and the lifeless forms 
of his wife and child were before him ! 

He sank upon the floor, for a time insensible. 
When consciousness returned, he gave way to 
one long, deep paroxysm of grief. 

But in time the Christian triumphed over 
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the man. "Father! thy will—- thy holy will 
be done," were his first articulate words. The 
tumultuom heaving of his bosom subsided, as 
be kneh beside his wife, and poured 'out his 
soul before God. His compassionate Saviour 
answer^ him while he was yet speaking ; a 
voice almost audible seemed to say, *^ She is not 
dead, but sleepeth;" and as the rich consoling 
promises arose in his mind, a degree of p^ace 
that cannot be described stole over his feelings. 

Caroline was apparently weU when she 
wrote to him, but the next day there were 
symptoms of fever that were ccsnmunicated to 
her child before the physician was aware of 
their existence. Her disease increased with 
fearful violence. The brain became afibcted, 
and of course she was at times insensible. 
Letters were dispatched to Mr. Singleton, but 
they could not reach him* The husband and 
wife were to meet no more until the mcMrning 
of the resurrection. 

On the fifth day of her illness Caroline slept 
for some time, and when she awoke her friends 
perceived that reason had returned. She spoke 
to each of those around her, and asked their 
prayers. " Not," she said, ** for my recovery. 
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Imt that the Lord will deal gontly with me, 
and enable ihe to. glorify him in the hour of 
death. Mother," she added, ** forgive me all 
I hare ever said or done to wound your feel- 
k^ ; and forgive me that I hate left so much 
utidone that might have added to ymir happi- 
ness ; forgive me, /or Jesuai* sake /— *now kiss 
me, dearest mother — ^nay, do not weep— it ia 
the Lord's will, and we must not even seem to 
oppose it.*' 

^* Tell Herbert," and she paused, " tell Her- 
bert that at first I prayed that I might be spared 
until his return, but that now, through divine 
grace, I feel willing to go even without seeing 
him, for Jesus calb, and his voice alone is 
dearer than that of my beloved husband. Tell 
him to remember the seal — to keep it beside 
Mi«" — and her trembling hand drew her Bible 
from beneath her pillow ; " beg him to be as 
feithful to his Saviour as he has been to me, 
uid then — we shall meet there^ She turned 
her mild blue eyes to heaven as she spoke, and 
then they closed for ever ! 

The spirit of the child was reunited to that 
of the mother in the course of a few hours, and 
they slept together in one long, cold embrace. 
6 
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The same kind Christian brother of whom 
we have spoken, iead, over the remains of the 
mother and infant, the sublime service fot the 
burial of the' dead. Dust was committed to its 
kindred dust, and the stricken mourner returned 
to his lonely cottage, where every light was 
now dim but that of the Saviour's countenance, 
which shines with double radiance in the season 
of affliction. 

His friends urged a change of scene, and 
the family of Caroline affectionately entreated 
him to make his home with them. At the 
cottage everything reminded him of his loss, 
and the recollection of past happiness made 
the present desolation greater. But he gently 
declined their request. He felt that the Lord 
was now especially conversing with him, and 
that it was his duly to wait and listen. 

With heaven-born hopes and heavenward 
eyes, the lonely pilgrim waited the days of his 
appointed time. But though " cast down," he 
was " not destroyed." Religion, the religion 
of the Cross, glittered like a gem ^a his dark- 
robed fortunes, and pointed him to fairer worlds, 
where the love that grew here amidst clouds 
will be made perfect in a light that knows no 
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ahadow, and anrhere lie and his departed Caro- 
line would again have one home, one altar, and 
one resting-place. 

As a Christian minister he felt that he wajs 
now especially called upon to practice Jiina^elf 
that childlike submission and patience that he 
had so often enjpined upon others. "Now, 
Lordy I would be thine alone," was practically 
his language, and the Scenes, of this fading life 
seemed nothing to him, compared with the 
safety of tl^e soul and the realities of eternity. 

The anguish that the. bitter pang of separa- 
tion at first caused, soon softened into soothing 
reflection. To see Caroline happy had been 
the fondest wish of his heart, and he knew that 
she was now in the enjoyment of bliss that she 
would not exchange for the sweetest of earthly 
portions, or the dearest of earthly friends. His 
sweet child, too, was folded in the arms of 
Jesus, before sorrow could fade her infant love- 
linej^, or the sad air of earth chill her youn^ 
affections. Their souls were now filled with 
immortal happiness, and with humbled faith he 
looked forward to the time when he should meet 
them and his sainted mother at the right hand 
of God. 
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Sorrow tamed not HeAert from the path of 
duty. His' subdued Toice soon, arose again 
from its accustomed place. "I was dumb, I 
opened not my mouth because thou didst it," 
were the chosen words of exposition ; and the 
calm manner and 9erefie countenance of the 
fiufierer, showed that, with the Palmist, his 
soul had bowed to the Lord. Tears fell fast 
around him, but none from his eyes. To win 
souls to Christ was now the first and dearest 
object of his liife : and in the holy effort, he 
found, as all have done who have entered upon 
it, that the path of righteousness was the path 
of peace. 

** let my trembling soul be rtill, 
While darkness veils this mortal eye. 

And wait thy wise, thy holy will : 
Wrapt yet in fears and mystery, 
I cannot. Lord ! thy parpote see ; 

Yet all is well — «ince ruled by thee.^ 

When mounted on thy clouded car, 
Thou send^st thy darker spirits down, 

I can discern thy light afar, ; 
Thy light sweet beaming through thy frown ; 
And should I faint a moment — then 

I think of th^e — and smile again. 
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So, tnratiDg in thy love, I tread 
The narraw path of duty on : 

What though some cherished joys are fled-^ 
What though some pattering dreams are gone f 
Yet purer, brighter joys remain t 

Why should my spirit then complain !'* 
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" Forth he went 
From the abodes of elegance and ease, 

To publiah in the wilderneaa, to men 
In mifid and manners rude, dwelling in huts 

Uncouth and comfortless, the welcome words 
Of heavenly mercy, through the ransom high. 

On Calvary paid." Wilcox, 

At the ckse of a mild day in September, 
1835, a solitary traveller, on horseback, was 
winding his way through one of the vast 
prairies of the state of Illinois. His dress was 
coarse and plain, and his appearance way-worn 
and fatigued. A shade of serious thought 
rested on his brow, but the mild light of his eye 
told a tale of inward peacefulness. The lone 
traveller was a servant of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, who had left, for a time, the flock he 
had gathered in a distant part of the state, to 
scatter the seed of the Gk)6pel over the wilder- 
ness, and to break the bread of life to those 
who were living without hope and without God 
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in the worH- l^^ ^^^ Master, the faithful 
man went from hbuse to house, and never de- 
parted without leaving a prayer and blessing 
behind him, Oij Tuesday, the thirtieth of 
September, his heapt was cheered and his spirit 
refreshed by his arrival at a cottage, whose i»- 
mates had h^ard the glad tidings of the Gospel 
of peace, and faithfully cherished his hopea 
and promises as their best portion here, and 
only passport to eternity. It was very sweet 
to him to sit down at their simple board which 
the supplicated blessings had haUowed, and 
sweeter still to kneel around a. &mily altar 
where the flame of humble piety was kept burn- 
ing, and where incense and a pure (Bering 
daily arose to the Authot of every good and 
perfect gift. But our missionary could not lin- 
ger beneath this roof, delightful as it was to And 
a response when he spoke of the common hope*, 
Joys and fears, that bind the people of God to- 
gether. He must be on his way to those, who, 
as yet, saw no beauty in the face of the Lord 
Jesus, and try to set him forth in the true love* 
liness of his life and doctrine. Soon after din- 
ner he mounted hia well-fed horse, and, with a 
parting benediction, took his leave. He rode 
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slowly along. The first leaves of an early au- 
tumn were beginning to fall — the silvery foli- 
age of the maple was giving place to its richer 
gprb of gold, and the rustling leaves of the lofty 
oak awoke the first note of the forest's requiem. 
At a distance of dbout ten miles from his last 
resting-place, was a cottage, to which the tra- 
veller had been directed, and where he hoped 
to pass the night. The sun was sinking be- 
hind the hiUs, and as yet he saw no opening 
nor sign of cultivation. The prairie Jay before 
him in its vast bewildering sameness. The 
dread waste stretched on and on, bounded only 
by the dark blue horizon. With the gathering 
folds of evening came thf^ painful apprehension 
that the night must be spent in the forest. It 
became dark, and it was useless for him to pro- 
ceed. He flighted from his horse, and taking 
frt^m his pocket a portion of cold meatand bread 
theft his last kind hostess had put up for him, 
sat down to his lonely meal. There he knelt 
on the damp earth and offered up his evening 
prayer, and soon slept peacefully beneath the 
shadow of His wing who never sleepeth. With 
the^ first faint light of morning, he was again 
on his uncertain way. With the confident ex- 
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peetation of soonireaching some habitation, he 
consumed the remnant of his provision, and 
with a heart cheered by the presence of Grod, 
rode along in silent prayer. But hour aftet 
hour had passed, and but one prospect pre- 
sented itself-^that of a wild uncultivated prairie. 
The woods grew more dense and the solitude 
deeper, and again our pi%rim saw the dark- 
ness of night coming on, and found himself 
without a place to lay l^is head. 

He left his jaded beast, and sat down on the 
stump of a tree. The scene was still and sol- 
emn. The sun was setting, and as its last rays 
fell upon the tall trees, the forest presented no 
unfaithful picture of oljr wt»ld, enshrouded, as 
it is, with the shades of sin, through which the « 
Sun of Righteousness can alone penetrate. It 
was light from this source that illumitied the 
heart of our traveller— a light, which, like ^ 
pillar of fire that led the Israelites of old, ho 
knew would guide him right, and whether it 
was Grod's will that it slipuld lead him forth . 
from this solitude to serve him -001 earth, or con- 
duct his soul to its heavenly home, he felt that 
all would be " well." When he found that 
another night must be passed in the forest, he 
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took the bridle from his weary horse and tutned 
him adrift, hopmg that instinct might guide 
him to a habitation. And now he again knelt 
and poured forth his soul before God, and the 
sweet assurance came over him—" Verily the 
Lord hath heard thee." " Why should I mur- 
mur," he exclaimed — ** Jesus has* been in the 
wilderness before' me, and the servants is not 
greater than his Master." He took his hymn 
book from his pocket and sung tbe following 
lines, every one of which, he said, seemed 
written for him. His voice died away in the 
distance, but the strain ascended to the throne 
of God. 

Upward I lift mine eyes. 

From God is. all my aid, 
The God who built the skies 

And earth and heaven made. 

# 

God is the tower 

To which I fly, 

His grace is nigh 
In Qvwy hour. 

No burning heats by day 

Nor blasts of evening air, 
Shall take my health away 

If G(m1 be with me there. 
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Tliou art mj mn 

An4 thou my shade, 

To guard my head 
By night or noon. 

Hast thou not given tijy ^word 
To save my soul from death 1 

And I can trust the Lord 
To keep my vital breath. 

I'll go and com^^ 
Nor fear to die- 
Till from on high 

Thou call'st me home. 

The whole of Thursday was spent in the 
same frj^itless effort to extricate himself from 
the maies of the wood. He was now on foot, 
and with slow and feehle steps, first toolr one 
direction and then another. At times he 
would follow the Indian trails, but soon left 
them, finding that they always led either to 
the top of some mountain or to the depth of a 
ravine. 

On Thursday evening he sank on the ground, 
sick and exhausted. He felt all the symptoms 
of f#ver, and death seemed inevitable. Taking 
a pencil and paper from his pocket, he wrote, 
what he considered his dying requests, and 
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commending his soal to his Saviour, laid his 
weary head on a log of timber,— to die. 

But God had ordered it otherwise. He had 
yet work for his son en earth, and he caused a 
deep sleep to fall upon him, from which he 
did not awake until the sun called him forth to 
renew his pilgrimage. It was now two iajs 
sinc^ he had tasted any food, and the " water 
was spent in the bottle." 

But though weak nature was almost exhaust- 
ed, his spiritual strength failed hot-— he had 
meat to eat that we know not of, and he had 
tasted of that living water of which those who 
drink shall never thirst. • 

Another day he was doomed to wander, and 
another night to sleep beneath the canopy of 
heaven. On Saturday morning,, he, with diffi- 
. culty, raised his crippled limbs fiomXlm ground. 
After walking a short distance, he again sank 
down, exhausted^ when?— the clear ringing 
sound of an axe brc^e on his ear. He fell on 
his knees — " Father, I thank thee that thou 
hast heard me," he exclaimed, "and I know 
that thou hearest jne always, and art always 
nigh to those who call upon thee." 

He arose and followed the sound, and so 
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perceived, through an opening^ in the trees, a 
distant hotts^ and barn. With great effort he 
reached it, and sinking on th^ door step, was 
iounediately lifted up and home to a bed, 

" D6nt*t you recollect us ?" exclaimed one 
and all. He knew not that he had seen any of 
them before. " But don't you know that you 
took dinner with us last Tuesday,"* asked the 
good woman of the house. A dimness rested 
on hi&, mental vision, — all seemed strange to 
him. Soon after the aged head df the family 
came in—/' Why, friend, don't you remember 
that you sang and prayed with us on Tuesday, 
and said it wa^ the only family you had found 
with whom you:*jjpuld thUs ir^ngle your heart 
and voice ?" Tae truth now broke upon the 
mind of the liiissionary. He was again be- 
neath the roof of the Christian family whom he 
had* left four days b^ore^ and whose prayers 
had daily ascended for him since his departure. 
They now ministered kindly to his suffering 
body, and after repose for the day and night, he 
was so far refreshed as io be able on the next 
morning, which was that of the sacred Sabbath, 
to perform for them the sweet services of his 
calling. * 

7 
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COMMUNION. 

O let thy table honoured be, 
And furnished well vfith joyful guests, 

And may each sotil salvation see. 
That here its holy pledges tastes 1 

It wae Monday morning— a minister of God 
sat in bis quiet study, his head reclining upon 
bis emaciated hands. His serene brow spoke 
of habitual intercourse with bis God, and his 
wasted frame betokened anxious and arduous 
labour in his Uessed service. Before him lay 
his open Bible — his compass and chart— his 
counsellor and guide— his solace and support. - 
A Concordance was beside it, and these t^o 
volumes alone occupied his desk. The holy 
seriousness of the good man's countenance was 
not unmingled with sadness* <4-nother Sabbath 
was over, and its account had gone up to God ! 
Had .the word been faithfully preached ? Had 
hie 40lichings been a savour of life or death-"-^ 
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had he approved himself a trusty watchman of 
the city ofGodr*-had any sinner been awakened 
*-*any saint strengthened, any anxious soul 
comforted through his instrumentality ? These 
and the like thoughts passed through the mind 
of the faithful pastor as he commenced his pre- 
paration for the next Lord's day. 

On that day he was to administer the holy 
Sacrament of the Lord's Supper, and to break 
the bread of life to the *' sacramental host of 
God's ^lect," and with deeper earnestness than 
usual had he prayed for divine assistg^ce, that 
he might prepare himself to declare affection- 
ately and faithfully the whole counsel of God 
on a subject so solemn, important and affecting. 
As he contemplated the value of the soul and 
its everlasting interests, this pOor, passing, fad- 
ing life seemed nothing to his spiritually directed • 
mind, and the consideration that the imm^oitaj. 
interests of many were committed to his trust, * 
pressed with intense weight upon his anxiotls 
heart. " Who is sufficient for these things ?'• 
he inwardly exclaimed — a voice from the same 
divine oracle responded, " My grace is sufficient 
for thee," and strengthened by the heavenly 
assurance he commenced his work witb^i^r^* 
• 
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newed energy and faith. A gentle knock was 
heard at the door of the pastor's study, and he 
was summoned helow to meet one who had 
comeio speak with him upon the concerns of 
her undying soul. No other duty except tka^ 
of administering consolation to the sick and 
dying, was allowed to interfere with his pre-* 
parations for the pulpit. He entered his sitting 
room, and was met hy a familiar countenance ^ 
a youthful mother whose garh of mourning told 
a tale of early sorrow and bereavement. Twa 
children were hy her side — little children ; ten? 
der in years and delicate in appearance*— not 
consecrated to God in baptism, and therefore 
without a claim vLpon his covenant care. The 
pastor welpomed his parishioner kindly and cw- 
dially ; long had she sat beneath his teachings 
and as he noticed her regular attendance upon 
^he worship of God, and her devout arid serious 
manner, he had often felt a hope and almost a 
conviction. Thou art not far from the kingdom 
of heaven.* 

But, y^r after year had he looked in vain 
for the fmit of his spiritual culture : God in his 
providence had spoken to her loudly, and by 
the severest 4stfoke of his hand sought to bring « 
f ' 
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her to himself. Her heart was soflened and 
she sought the consolations of reBgkm as the 
oiily halm to her wounded hosom, but still 
month after month she withheld het footyfrom 
th^ table of the Lord, and neglected the oivine 
command, Do this m remembrance of mi, 
Bttt the voice of the Spirit ha'd at length been 
regarded, and an instrument apparently most 
simple had been the most effectual. Her errand 
to her pastor was to signify her wish to unite 
on the next Lord's day with his communing 
people. 

"And what has awakened you, my dear 
friend, to a sense of this obligation ?" " The 
solemn and affecting exhortation to the com^ 
murdon contained in our Prayer Book, and 
read to us hj yourself yesterday. - Besides 
your faithful private admonitions, I have lis- 
tened to that same invitation for years from 
your lips — it has fallen like a familiar sound 
upon my dull ears, or perhaps been unheard 
or never thought of; but yesterday its solemn 
earnestness touched my heart, and I wept as I 
listened to the appeal of Christ through his 
minister. A91 1 heard the fdlowing pafi^3age, I 
7* 
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resolved through God's graee nerer agam to 
turn my back upon tke Lord*3 table. 

" * Wherefore, according to mine office, I bid 
ypu in the name of>God, I pall you in Chri9t'3 
behan, I exhort you as you love your own sal- 
vation, that ye will be partakers of this hciy 
communion. And as the Son of God did vouch- 
safe to yield up his soul by death on the cross, 
for your salvation ; so it is your duty tq receive 
the communion in remembrance of the sacrifice 
of his death, as he himself has commanded ; 
which, if ye shall neglect to do, consider isvith 
yourselves, how great is your ingratitude, to 
God, and how sore punishment hangeth over 
your heads fojr the same, when ye wilfuUy ab- 
9lain from the Lord's table and separate from 
your bretUri^ who come to feed on the .banquet 
of that most heavenly food.' " 

The mother requested that the same Sabbath 
that witnessed her union with the people of 
God, might see her children dedicated to iiim 
in baptism, and thus in the divine Ught which 
had so recently shone into the beUever's mind, 
was the obligation to fulfil more than one duty 
made appar^it. 
» The pastor returned to his study with a grate- 
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ful heart, happy that he was soon to include 
iir his spiritual fold, souls that he hoped might 
prove crowns of hia rejoicing in the eternal 
world, and with a heartier love than ever fox 
^at " form of sound words " which is so won- 
derfully adapted to the wants of our spiritual 
nature. 
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>Ti8 highly prudetit to.make one sure friend, 
And that thou canst not do this side the qRies. 

^ / Young, 

I HAD bnce a young friend in whom I felt 
a deep and peculiar interest. She was the 
child of an early companiqn who had been 
called from this world at the moment her daugh- 
ter was most exposed to its temptation's and 
trials. To shield Ehzabeth from their influence 
-j-to pray that they migh not have dominion 
ot»er -her^-to guard the first springs of thought 
and will in her youthful heart, were objects ^ 
sufficiently powerful to reconcile the* mother to ^ 
a continued sojourn in this scene of sorrow. 
But when she hefffd her Master's voice she 
obeyed it without a doubt or fear — her trusting 
spirit failed* not— the promise wus to her and 
her children^ ajid He was^ fai^iidil who had made 

Elizabeth wept bitt^rt^ at the grave of her 
mother, and for many n^ths a mourning garb 
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enshrouded her form, and a settled sadness 
rested on her countenance. But the elastic 
bow was not broken, and after nature had been 
allowed ks course of sorrow she returned again 
to the world, to its busy scei^es and allurements, 
with as much eagerness and satisfaction as if 
death had never cast upon her path its dark • 
and warning shadow. 

Elizabeth had renewed her baptismal tows 
in the rite c^ confirn^alion, and before her Qod 
iiad promised to reaoune<e the << pomps and vani- 
ties of this wicked world*" As she stood ^t 
the altar in her youthful beauty, sutdued, peni- 
tent, and bathed in tears, a thousand prayers 
arose that her heart might go with her lips, aM ; ^ 
that she might lead the residue of herChrii^fi^ 
life according to this beginning. The offeria^ 
was ^ sincere J but an incomplete affering—iheTe 
was that sinful keeping back a part of the prict» 
which has kept so itiany wholly out of heaven. 
That " wicked world " held out its rosy wreath 
and gilded trifles, and decked them in colours 
80 fair, that fhe serpent was concealed. An 
indulgent father looked with fond admiration 
(m the grace and loveliness of bis child-^friends 
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not only looked, but spoke-^and a regardless 
world sang the syren song of unmixed flattery. 
I found Elizabeth immersed in a ceaseless 
whirl of dissipation. J found her at the sam^ 
time scrupulously observing the Sabbath and 
most of those ordinances which her religious 
* profession enjoined — ^in short, she was making 
a most vigorous effort to reconcile the service 
of Gk>d and mammon. I asked her if she could 
engage with interest in her devotional reading 
and other exercises when so much of her time 
was given to company. 

" Oh certainly," she replied ; " I never omit 
a single religious duty, however much I m^^y 
be engaged, or however late I may stay out." 
Vl'ijelieve this was the case — one evening she 
came home at about twelve o'clock, and after 
giii'ing an animated description of the atnuse- 
ments of the evening retired to her room. sAn 
hour after I was led to her chamber, and found 
her sitting by her table — her lamp burnt dimly 
before her — her Bible was open, arid a hymn 
book lay beside it — her head was bent — her 
fair hair lay upon the holy volume, and her 
whole attitude seemed one of deep int^rest^-*! 
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approached her — she was sleeping over those 

hallowed pages 1 

I aroused her, and begged her to retire to 
bed. " O no," she replied, " I must ^ist Jinish 
my chapter.^^ Yes, the chapter must be read 
and the evening form passed through, but she 
had forgotten how little bodily exerciseprofiteth, 
and that it is the effectual, fervent prayer alone, 
that God has promised to hear. 

Again was Elizabeth arrayed in the garb of 
fashion, and ready for the amusements of the 
ball room. As she stood at the glass placing 
the last rose amidst her clustering locks, she 
hastily turned round and said to me—" Why, 
what makes you look so sad ? What is the 
matter ?" — and she threw her arms around my 
neck and embraced me with all the enthusiasm 
of her young heart. " Come, don't be sad any 
more— put this lovely rose in my hair, and see 
how sweetly it will look." 

L kissed her cheek, and as I bad her good 

night, whispered, '^ Can you ask God'^s blessing 

\ir on the dance, Elizabeth?" She gave me a 

.y quick, earnest look, and then hurried down the 

steps. 

. At an earlier hour than usual, I heard Eliza- 

# . 
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beth's voiee at the door; I was in my ehiunber* 
and when I went down to meet her, I found 
that she had retired to her room. I followed 
her thither, wishing to see her a few moments 
before 1 slept. She supposed that all the femily 
had retired; and her door was unlocked, i 
entered and found her on her knees bc^fore Gbd 
■^her hands uplifted, and h^r streaming eyes 
raised to heaven. " Hear my prayer, O Lord, 
I beseech thee, and let my cry come before 
thee." 

I returned to her room in about half an hour^ 
and welcomed her home. 

"Yes," said she, " I have got home — in that 
bewildering ball room, I danced with the mdr* 
riest, and laughed with the loudest, but there 
was an arrow here^T and she laid her hand on 
her heart. 

*' (rod'a blessing on the rfoncc-— why, those 
words rang in my ear at every turn, and I 
rejoice that they still ring there. O, if God 
will forgive the past, if he will yet receive me, 
I will turn my back upon all this gilded folly, 
and lay upon his altar what I once promised to 
lay there — ^my whole heart J*^ 

We knelt together, and asked God to 
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Strengthen the resolution now made in His 
name. Oar prayers have, we humbly trust, 
been he^rd, for among* the group of lovely dis- 
ciples who keep near the Lord, walking in his 
footstep^ and bearing his cross, few are more 
humble, consistent and devoted, than the once 
gay and thoughtless Elizabeth G . 

*' O, our long suffering Lord f how thou delighest 
To win with love the wandering. — Thou inviteat 
By smiles of mercyj not by frowns or terrors, 
Man from his errors. • • / 

Who can resist Thy gentle call — appealing 
To every generous thought and grateful feeling? * 
That voice paternal, whispering, watching ever, 
My bosom ? never. 

;.-...-, :^. 

Father and Saviour ! plant within that bosom 
These seeds of holiness — and bid them blossom 
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal j ^ 

-^ Acd spring eternal. * " 

i'£ ' Then place them in those everlasting gardens, • ♦ 

'j^y- Where angels walk and seraphs are the wardens j 
^'^ Where etery flower that creeps through death's dark 



Becomes immortal." -(^ - w'U . 
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THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 

*< Oh day of daya ! ahall hearts set free 
No minstrel rapture find for thee ? 
Thou art the sun of other days, 
Tlfey shine by giving back thy rays !>' 

The church had dropped her garh of mourn- \ 
ing and humiliatiou, had arrayed herself in 
her garment of praise, and hfer faithful sons 
and daughters had come up to celehrate the ' 
festival of Easter — happy, holy Easter— the 
"day of days" — ^ihe ** queen of feasts"— 4he 
" Sun of other days." 

It was a hright and heautiful morning, and 
the sun's hght was very cheering, though it 
shone upon leafless trees and barren fields, for 
nature, with us, does not, as in our mother 
land, keep pace with the church at this season, 
and give by her bursting buds and blossoms, 
the promise of hope -and resurrection. But 
there was enough without her echoing voice 
to cheer the Christian's heart, to strengthen his 
hopes, and bid him go. on his way rejoicing. 
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The solenm and interesting services of the 
morning were over in one of our village churches, 
and its worshipers had assembled for those of 
the evening. 

** Chalice and plate and snowy vest" had been 
removed, and in their place stood the simple 
silver font. The memorable events of the day 
of Pentecost, contained in the secdhd evening 
lesson, had been read, and the clergyman de- 
scended from the desk and sto6d beside the 
consecrated basin. A mother approached the 
chancel, leading her only child, a boy of iline 
years. She w^s alone, and, in a dress of pure 
white, was a most interesting object — ^the cere- 
mony of adult baptism commenced — the lonely 
parent knelt, and was received into the con- 
gregation of Christ's flock. The poor boy stood 
apart, watching the scene, with his eye intently 
fixed upon the clergyman. The service con- 
cluded, the mother took her son's hand and 
presented him at the font. All are familiar 
with the beautiful rite of infant baptism. The 
young soldier was duly sworn into the service 
of the Lord Jesus Christ, and his maternal 
sponsor assumed for another the promises 
which she had just made in her own name. 
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The ceremony was soon over^-the mother and 
child quietly feturned to their seats-— the organ 
pealed forth the inspiring chaiit, and the regular 
servrce was resumed. It was a common and 
simple occurrence — the dedication of two souls 
to Grod^ hut a peculiar interest was excited hy 
this haptism, / 

The circumstances that had thus drawn this 
mother into the holy precincts of our church, 
were singular, and seemed almost accidental j 
unless viewed as links in that chain of provi- 
dences by which an Almighty hand. draws the 
wanderers, one after another, into his fold. 

Some months since, three young men were 
walking together through the streets of one of 
our large cities. As they sauntered idly alc«ig, 
the attention of one of them was arrested by 
three books which appeared to have been 
dropped by some one, and were lying unclaim- 
ed upon the side-walk. They were picked 
up, and proved to be three copies of the Book- 
of Common Prayer. The brothers each took 
one, and placing them in their pockets, they 
proceeded on their walk. 

Some time after, one of these youths visited 
his home in the country, where his sister, the 
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subject of this little sketch, resided. He found 
her in circumstances of affliction, peculiarly 
distressing. She had lived without God in the 
world, and ha(f no refuge in the hour of trial. 
When trouble qame upcoa her, she began to 
consider her ways, and, at the time of her bro- 
ther's return, was anxiously seeking some new 
foundation on which to rest her broken hopes^ 
In "all time of her prosperity," the Bible had 
been a sealed book« but now that the clouds had 
gathered she occasionally opened its sacred 
pages — ^but the " scales " still obscured her 
mental vision, for they had mt been touched 
by that Holy Spirit which is promised to all 
that seek it. 

As she was arranging her brother's trunk, 
she foun^ one of the volumes of the Prayer- 
book of which we have spoken. Being the 
only book there, she was curious to see what it 
was, and sat down to look it over— she became 
, interested, and took it to her room. The next 
day she resumed her examination, and, to use 
her own language to the clergyman who bap- 
tized her, ^^ found m it everything she want- 
ed" It pointed her to God, her Creator — ^to 
Jesus Christ, the author and finisher gf her 
8* 
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faith, and to the Holy Scriptures which reveal- 
ed that God and Saviour's will ; and it taught 
her to pray for grace that she might *< read, 
mark, learn, and inwardly digest them." She 
now made the Word of God her daily study, 
and in the light of its hallowed pages hecemae 
sensible of the sinfulness of her heart, and was 
brought a weeping penitent to her Saviour's 
feet. 

In a town about eleven miles from her home, 
there was an Episcopal church . Thither with 
her son and her Prayer-book she went, and 
found in its sctiptural services all that her heart 
dewred. At long intervals, she was enabled to 
visit the sanctuary of her choice. She sought 
an interview with the clergyman, and made 
known ^to him the state of her feelings. He 
guided, counseled, and encouraged her, and 
she went on step by step, adding to her faith 
knowledge, and to knowledge the graces of the 
Christian life; and, when the sweet festival oi 
Easter came forward, she stood at the baptismal 
font, and dedicated herself and her child to the 
service of their risen Lord. 
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Atad she was like a bud that died 

Forgot by idl but me,— 
But often at our altar's aide. 

When her low grave I see, 
I't^iink how the first flowers of spring 
Fade in their earliest blossoming. 

It was the evening of a suitry day in tke 
warm month of August. Everything around 
was still ; not a breath of wind lifted the leaves 
of the trees, or stirred a ripple on the waters. 
It had been a trying day to the man of health, 
who could eat, and drink, and move about, but 
still more oppressive was it to the languid suf- 
ferer, whom burning fever or shortened breath 
confined to the bed of sickness. Thete are 
many such sufferers in this world of pain, and 
no morning sun rises vnthout shining, upon 
many abodes of sorrow and death. As it sank 
behind the hills on the evening to which we 
refer, its partingf rays shone into a sick cham- 
ber, where, for many weeks, a little girl had 
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be^n stretched upon the bed of languishing, 
and doomed to bear long " weary days and 
nights of pain — sharp pain." God had laid 
upon her the hand of chastisement, but it was 
laid in tenderness and love. In the midst of 
judgment he had, remembered mercy ^ accord- 
ing to his gracious promise. He had given to 
Emily the kindest of patents, and affectionate 
and devoted relatives, who watched around her 
pillow with all the teijidemess that true love 
could prompt. He had giv^n those parents 
means to gratify all the wishes of their suffer- 
ing child ; to provide for her every com&rt and 
the first efiR>rts of human skill, and nothing Was 
unthought of or neglected that could cheer her 
sick room or tempt her diseased taste. But 
these were the least of the blessings which a 
God of love had sent. The long and wasting 
sickness was a richer blessing than any other; 
for dark and mysterious as seemed the provi- 
dence that was taking 'an only child from the 
arms of beloved parents, '* a smiling face" wag 
concealed behind it,, which the eternal salva- 
tion of that child may reveal. 

We have said that Emily was a little girl ; 
but she was twelve years old, and far advanced 
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in knowledge of many kinds ; dd enougu to 
know and feel that she was a sinner, and to rest 
her hopes upon the Lord Jesus Christ, whose 
namd had been familiar to her from infancy. 
Her pious mother had early sought to draw her 
child to his embrace— ihad told her of his love 
for little children, and shown her how much he 
had done cuad suffered for them as well as for 
ol(Jer sinners ; but Emily was gay and thought- 
less, and loved the society of her young com- 
panionsj her amusements, or even her studies, 
iar better than the serious and interesting con- 
versations of her mother. But tKat mother did 
not despair ; she feowed the seed in the morn- 
inff and at " eve held tiot her h^nd," and she 
did not lose her reward, for " grace kept the 
preciou* germ alive," and before her child 
went hence to be no more seen, she had rea- 
son to feel that her labour bad not been in vain. 
Emily had been declining for a year. She 
became' weak and delicate, and neither her 
books, work, or music, interested her as they 
once did. Traveling and change of scene 
were tried, but did no good, and she became 
weaker and weaker daily, tiU at length she 
begged that she might remain at home and en- 



Digitized by Google 



90 THE EARLY DEAD. 

joy in her own quiet chamber the society of 
her dear family. From the commencement of 
her sickness she had apt)eaTed very serious 
and thoughtful, and as its character became 
more alarming she acknowledged to her mothet 
that she was distressed hj a recollection of her 
unworthiness and sin, and felt quite unprepared 
to die. Mrs. G. was thankful to hear this, and 
hoped the Holy Spirit of Grod was moving her 
heart, and would lead her to a sincere and 
hearty repentance. She urged Emily to re- 
view her past life, to confess her feelings frank* 
ly and fully, and to carry her wants to that Sa- 
viour who is ready to listen to the youngest, 
weakest penitent. " But, mother," she would 
s*^y> "you knoW that St. James says that we 
must ' confess our faults one to anothety and I. 
wish to confess to you many things as Well as 
to my God, for I hav^ not only sinned agcunst 
Heaven and in his sight, but agaihst you and 
my dearest father, my teacher, and all my 
friends." 

Emily failed daily, but every comfortable 
moment of her short remaining istay on earth 
was spent in earnest conversations with her 
mother, and in mingled prayers for pardon and 
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fftitji. The evening to which we have referred 
wte one near the clos^ of her life. She had 
breathed with difficulty all day, and now raised 
hy pillows she cast her languid eyes upon the 
linking sun and said, ** I shall see it but a little 
longer here. Mother^ do you think I shall go 
to that world where they have no need of the 
8un, w^here the Lord God is the light and glory?" 
'* If your repentance has been sincere, my child, 
and your tru^t in your Saviour firm, a place is 
already pro.vided for you there; I pray that it 
4nay be so." "Mother," continued Eftily, 
" the Bible says that < all liar$* will be cast 
* outside the gate' of that blessed city, and do 
you know that / once fold a lie?^^ Mrs. G. 
was surprised, f<jr akhough wayward and 
troublesome, Emily had always been remark- 
able for her love of truth, and for the perfect 
frankness of her character, "Yes, mother, 
/ once told a lie, and here, upon my dying 
bed, the recollection of it has distressed me 
more than pain in my body ; nobody knew it 
but myself and God, but, oh, if every child 
could know how much pain it has caused me 
they would never, nev0r tell an untruth. You 
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recollect, mother, \^en I was eight years old 
I went to Mrs. D.'s school. One day it was 
very warm, and I was tired and wanted to ge 
home. I knew that our teacher never permit- 
ted this unless we were sick, and- although I 
felt well, I told her I had a bad headache, afad 
she said, ^ you had better put up yout work, 
Emily, and go home,' and I did so ; but I had 
no pleasure when I got home, and for days and 
weeks I was unhappy— then I forgot all about 
it for years, but since I have been sick so long, 
and thought I should soon go into the presence 
of the God of truth, I have suffered more than 
ever !" Mrs. G. wept at this simple recital of ^ 
her child, and assured her that there was for- 
giveness for all, though thejr sins had been as 
scarlet; and then she knelt by her side and 
prayed that her soul might be washed from 
every stain in the precious blood of the chil- 
dren's Saviour. ^'iThattk you, dearest mother 
—I feel at peace no\^ ; let me rest my head 
upon your shoulder and sleep." That night 
was one of restless, broken slumber, but still 
the next morning she revived, and was spared 
several weeks Icmger to her anxious friends. 
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But as the sweet month of September closed, 
she faded with the fading leaves and went, we 
trust, to that world where thei^ is " everlasting 
spring," and where all is health, and love, and 
beauty. 
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** O blessed name of Servant ! comprehending 
Man's highest honour in his hamblest name, 

For thou, God's Christ, that office recommending. 
The throne of mighty power didst truly claim; 

He, who wou]d rise like thee, like thee must owe 

His glory only to his stooping low." Bethuits. 

No season in the year in any climate sur- 
passes in miMness and beauty the American 
autumn. Throughout the United States, thi» 
season is proverbially loved and admired* 
Even after the frosts have commenced their 
work of death, and the fireside is scHight as a 
corner of comfort, there is a period of a few 
weeks when the sun seems to look back witjh 
regret upon the departed glories of summer, 
and with «* attempered beams" again to shed 
down a mild and grateful warmth. This in- 
terval is generally known as the Indian aum- 
meff a name it received from the native red 
man, whose imaginative feith led him to be- 
lieve that the' sweet southwest wind that pre- 
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vailed at this time proceeded directly fr<»n his 
henevolent god; Cantanhowit, ot the south- 
western god. With Q more enlightened faith 
the Christian enjoys the beauties of this sea- 
son, and traces them till to Him •* who crown- 
eth the year with his gdodness*" 

It was one of the brightest of these bright 
mornings ^ the glowing sun edled man forth to 
his labour, while it ripened the crop it sum- 
moned him to gather; the birds were sending 
up their songs to heaven in gliadness — ^the air 
and the wave in music ; and nature, animate 
and inanimate. Seemed to join in the full cho- 
rus " Be joyful in your God." 

We had arisen with the first light of dawn, 
and in looking forward to another day of duty, 
asked our Heavenly Guide, "Lord, what 
wouldst thou have us to do?'* The petition 
was scarcely breathed before We were sum- 
moned below-*-a Christian friend awaited us, 
who had taken his early walk to bring us in- 
formation of the sickness of an aged negro, who 
resided some miles from us, smd of whose situ- 
ation we were entirely ignorant. 

It seems that for months he had fain on the 
bed of languishing, and now he was deprived 
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of that privilege. His disease was asthmatic, 
and a difficulty of breathing in a recambent 
posture prevented him from lying down. We 
immediately made arrangements to visit the 
poor sufferer. As t hlive said, the morning 
was full of the presence of <5od, and everything 
around us seemed cheerful ^nd glad ; but as 
we approached the desolate hut of old Peter, 
we felt that here was an exception to the uni^^ 
rersal joy. It appeared as if happy nature 
tnust do the poor inmate wrong; and, by i^ 
smiles and beauty, mock the misery of his 
heart; but we knew not of the calmness and 
peace that dwelt within the bosom of the old 
man, and that we were here td witness another 
exhibition of the truth that God is no respecter 
of persons, md that the light of His counter 
nance can illumine the darkest abode, and 
make the most afflicted soul cheerful. We 
approached the poor hovel. It stood in a shel- 
tered nook at the edge of a wood far removed 
from any other habitation. There was no 
sound of life about it, and no answer was re* 
turned to our appeal for admittance. We lift- 
ed the latch, and on opening the door the first 
object that was presented to our view was the 
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poogf inralid^ the only occupant of the lonely 
clwelling. His appeat^Jice apd attitude rivet* 
ed us for a morfve'nt to the 6pot^ In one corner 
of the single apartment stood a low bed, and. at 
it* side knelt old Peter* His elbows rested 
upoci the bed and supported his drooping head. 
He appeared unconscious of our entrance) but 
as we gently approached and seated ourselves 
by his side, he raised his head and smiled, but 
made no effort to arise. We soon founds that 
this was the only position in which he could 
teeathe with any degree of comfort, and that 
for many days and nights he had been unable 
either to stand, sit, or lie down. 

Ihad heard nothing of the state of Peter's 
mind, imd when I was informed of the length 
of his sickness and the extremity of his suffer- 
iog, I was prepared to hear the voice of mur- 
muring and impatience, and on my way I was 
summwiing to my recoHeqtioii the many argu- 
ments that Scripture presents of the duty of 
cheerful submission to the will of God. But I 
found that I was to learn a lesson, n^t to ftach 
one. In this lonely abode I found another ez- 
hilHti(m of the power of true religion, and saw 
how the heart that is staid on God can rise 
• .9* 
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superior to pain, and triumph over the m<iit 
distressing external circumstances. 

** How bng is it^ Peter, since you hvre beea 
unaWfe to lie down ?" 

" It is three months, sir, since I hare kid 
upon my hed," he replied with a cheerful 
Toice, making no further mention of his sufiei- 
ings. 

" And why do you ©ot sit or stand?" ^ 

" I am unable to do so, sir. I was in the habit 
of sitting in my chair all night, until; my 
breathing became so short that I was forced to 
stand. I was too weak to support myself, und 
so I leaned my elbows on the -window and was. 
very comfortable ; Jbut my strength B6on gave 
way, and now I stay on my knees night and^ 
day." 

This account was given in a pleasant tone, 
and with a cheerful expression of countenance, 
and was simply an answer to our inquirie8,.no- 
thing being added to excite our syn^thy ov 
move our feelings. 

" Is it not very painful, Peter, to kneel sp 
constantly on the hard floor ?" 

" Yes, sir ; my elbows and knees have blis- 
tered and broke, and broke and Mistered raanv 
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times; but then it is the Lord's will^ ftnd it 
will Dot last much longer ; I jhall be glad to go, 
sir." 

** I hope, Peter, that your willmgness to de- 
part, does not wholly arise from a desire to 
escape from your present pain." 

*• O no, sir, I am willing to abide as I am, if 
it so pleases God ; I am ready to stay or go, as 
it seems good in, his isight." 

At this moment a boy came in and seated 
himself beside the old man. 

"That is my little son," said Peter; "he 
takes care of me all day» and very good care 
too. My wife is sorry to leave me, but she is 
obliged to go out to work to earn something for 
our daily briead." 

" Do you enjoy hearing the Bible read, Pe- 
ter T' 

" O yes, indeed, sir ! I do not hear much 
of it now, but as I stay here alone by myself 
hour after hour, I think over the beautiful 
rerses that I have laid up - in my heart, and 
tliey give me more comfort than any thing 
else." 

I was about taking my Bible from my pocket, 
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when the little b6y« observing my motions, 
jumped up, and. opening an old drawer, drew 
from it a large and neatly covered Bible. 
Surprise to «ee such a valuable book in the 
mid^t of so much poverty and want, I re- 
marked) 

"You have a fine large Bible here, Peter." 

" It is not.mine, sir," said he ; "a lady who 
comes to read to me sometimes leaves it here." 

I turned to the name in front, and Ibund it 
to be that of one of .whom I had often heard t 
one of those female messengers of mercy, who, 
like their master, go about doing good, seeking 
and relieving ol^ects of distress. 

" Where ^\ I read, Peter ?" 

He selected a chapter in Matthew, and as I 
read of the persevering faith of the Syro-pheni- 
cian woman, his eyes brightened with holy 
radiance and hope. 

*♦ You see, Peter, the ptwer of faith* How 
the gracious Saviour granted the woman's 
request at last, though he appeared at first to 
disregard it." 

" O yes, sir, O yes ! it is always so/' he 
fervently ejaculated, " but do you not think, 
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sir,, that it needs more faith in us to beli'ere on 
Jesus Christ, than it did in those who saw all 
his wonderful miraqles ?" 

" Perhaps it does, Peter. But joix remember 
our blessed Saviour's words ta his doubting 
disci{)le — * 7^ma8yhecMi9e thou hast seen me^ 
th(fu host believed, bi^ blessed are ih^ that 
have not seen and yet have believed P " 

" True, sir; I was wily thinking how strange 
it was, that all did not believe on the Lotd 
Jesus, when he was pn eartb and walking in 
and out amongst them/' 

**The 6ame evil heart of unbelief existed 
then as it doesr npw, Peter ; with the .light of 
truth all about us, we find many now who re- 
fuse to believe on the Son of God. I rejoice, 
Peter, to find you among those whose eyes 
have been opened by the Spirit of God. You 
have been brought into the attitude of prayer ; 
try and keep your heart bowed with your body 
in humble supplication to your Almighty Fa- 
ther and friend." 

*< I desire to do so, sir^ till the last breath I 
draw. May the Lord bless yoti for this visit to 
a poor old servant." 
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With a promise to return the next day, I 
took leave of the sufferer, who raised his weak 
and trembling hand from the bed and placed it 
in mine, as I extended it towards him. 

But there was no " next day" to old Peter 
in this cold world ! Before the glorious ^un of 
that morning had finished its d^iiy course, his 
spirit was sUnimoned to the presence of that 
God who is without beginning of days or end 
of years. 

Towards evening a message was brought 
me that he was dead. I was greatly surprised, 
for ill as I had found him, I supposed his dis- 
ease was of a chronic nature, and that he mi^t 
continue several weeks, and I had anticipated 
the privilege of spending many hours in Ws 
improving society. But God had ordered it 
otherwise ; he had relieved his servant from the 
bondage of this frail body^ and took him to him- 
self that evening. 

He expired with the setting sun, in the same 
position, and on the spot we had lefl him, and 
his conversation with us was the last he held 
on earth. 

This circumstance gives it a sacred and 
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touching interest, and induced us to write this 
slight sketch of the last momenta of an ohscure 
child of God, to illustrate the power of that re- 
ligion which was given for the poor and the 
misen^ble, the blind and the naked. 
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BOAST NOT THYSELT OF TO- 
MORROW. 

♦< Where is to-morrow 1 In another world. 

For numbers this is certain— the reverse 

Is sure to none." Yoinro. 

** Grandmother^ is sick, and auaty sent me 
to ask you to come over and see her," said an 
honest-faced little boy to me, one beautiful eren- 
ing last June. ** She said you needn't come 
till to-morrow if you were busy, but she would 
like to see you to-night. 

I took the arm of a friend, and in the soft 
light of a s^mme^ sunset, proceeded to the cpt- 
tage of the old lady from whom we had received 
the summons. 

It was a lovely hour-— one of those so impos- 
sible to describe, but whose deep beauty enters 
the heart, and makes an abiding impression. 
The cloudless canopy of blue above— 4he luxu- 
riant carpet of green beneath-— the sun-light 
lingering on the distant hills— the curtained 
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folds of evening, all eloquently reflected the 
praises of Hijn who " spajke and it was done, 
who commanded and it i^tood fast." 

Besides, it was the "last evening of the 
week," and the stillness of the seventh day aU 
ready reigned around. 

<< It seemed as if the Christian's prayer 
For peace, and joy, and love. 
Was answered by the very air 
"that wafted it above." 

We found the patient much more severely ill 
than we had anticipated. A sudden and vio- 
lent attack had entirely prostrated her. She 
recognizedus, and motioned with her hand for 
us to be seated. She did not speak, but the 
clear consciousness of her eye showed that her 
mind was not eclipsed. It was apparent that 
the' remedies must be powerful and immediate, 
or she could not survive. We inquired of the 
ftiends who stood around the bed, if a physi- 
cian had been sent for. ** He was here this 
morning," was the reply, ** and said if there 
was any change, we must send for him agam. 
We inteiri to send to-morrow, if she isn^t bet- 
ter." 
10 
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" Send noWi^ exclaimed my fHend, " do not 
wait till to^norrow ; something must be done to 
relieve this pain, or she will die." 

A messenger was dispatched, and we re- 
sumed our seats bedde the sulierer. As I 
looked upon her wrinkled brow, and thin gray 
locks, I felt that she must soon be called to ex- 
change worlds, evdn if she survived the present 
attack, and I wanted to say something of Him 
who has promised to be with His children 
when their " strength faileth," But she Was 
very ill, and seemed so entirely engrossed by 
her sufferings that I felt that any words would 
be out of 8eas(Mi^ I inwardly letidved to re^ 
turn on the morrow, and then endeavour to mi* 
nister to the soul as well as body. 

It was growing dark, and we arose to go* 
promising to see her again early in the morn- 
ing. She looked earnestly at us as we took 
her hand at parting, but she did not speak. 
The name of her minister was mentioned. 
** We intend to let him know to-morrow how 
sick she is,'* said one of the attendants, '* and 
then he will come round and see her.'* 

The evening was so niild and lovely that wo 
extended our walk and returned home by a 
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lengthened and circuitous route. We con- 
7ersed on various subjects, and the impression 
of the sick chamber had nearly pas;sed away. 
At our door, the little hoy who had brought us 
jthe message two hours before, again met us. 
He was out of breath, and childhood's big tears 
rolled down his rosy cheeks. "Grandmother 
is deadP^ he exclaimed; "aunty ttAd me to 
caiae over and tell you — she died half an hour 
after you went away." 

"Boast not thyself of t(HnorroWr' I invo- 
luntarily exclaimed. " How much did we in- 
tend ^0 do fot this aged woman to-morrow, and 
while we were y^t speaking, she has been 
called to that God "who is without beginning of 
dayis or end of years !" 

To-morrmVf a physician should be called. 
To-morrow we would speak to her of the things 
of God; and to-morrow we wpuld summon a 
servant of Him, whom she is now beholding 
" eye to eye." 

But she has gone where there is "no more 
sickness " — ^where " one song^^ employs the 
whole blessed company, and Jesus the great 
High Priest is now her Teacher. 

To-morrow came, and we stood at her grave! 
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And is it right erer to resist or set aside an 
impulse to speak of Heavenly things ? 

The deceased was a Christian woman. She 
had lived with her lamp ^ell trimmed, and she 
has, we trust, gone to be for ever with her Lord ; 
but would she not hare entered the dark valley 
with , greater confidence . if some friend had 
whispered " His rod and His staff they con^ 
forttheer 

" Boast not thyself of to-moirow," says the 
Word of God, and the experience of every day 
repeats the admonition. But the low whisper 
of warning is disregarded, because unattended 
by any striking circumstaQces ; but lessons 

Such as these, that bring 

A written label on their wing, 
'Tifl hard to read amiM. 
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COM^fUNION ON EARTH AND 
COMMUNION IN HEAVEN. 

** Ye are at rest, and I in tears. 
Ye dwellers of immortal spheres ! 
Under the poplar bough I stand. 
And mourn the broken household band.V 

The season of Lent with its sacred solemni- 
ties had closed, and the morning of a bright 
£aster dawned upon the children of God, 
bxinging-its glad tidings of hope and resurrec- 
tion to pomfort the heart of the mourner, and 
cheer the spirit of the weary pilgrim on his 
way to his heavenly home. What a blessed 
festival 1 Rich in the promise of life eternal to 
those who have been faithful to a crucified Sa- 
viour. ^ Every Christian bosom must rejoice at 
its return, for does it not bring good news to 
i^U ? *< Our Lord is risen indeed," and although 
many of his followers may now be buried in 
the depths of affliction and trial, still the pro- 
mise that if they ** suffer " witli Christ they. 
10* 
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shall »lso " reign '* with- Him, ought to shed 
light upon the darkest prospect, and peace into 
the most troubled bosom. None can expect to 
be " keirs " of eternal glory and blessedness, 
without an earthly service, of grief and pain. 

The bells of the city churches rang out a 
cheerful peal, and crowds of worshipers filled 
their wide courts — crowds of worshipers of 
varied character, from the child of seven sum- 
mers, to the pilgrim of three score and ten 
years. The gay daughter of fashion trod with 
light step that sacred place, and heard, with a 
heart untouched, the solemn exhortation, " love 
not the iporld;^^ and by her side was the young 
servant of Jesus, who in the morn of life had 
chosen the service of the Crucified, and found 
it a sweet and pleasant service. The man of 
the world was there, listening with a compla* 
cent smile to the preacher, whose every word 
told him thsiX he was *^ condenined already ;" 
and the man of God was also there, learning 
from the same lips that there is " no condem- 
nation to those that are in Christ Jesus." 

Each sanctuary in our wide-spreading isoun- 
try, was open on this ** day of days," and the 
voices of the muhitude ascended in prayer to 



d by Google 



ANI> COMMUNION IN HEAVEN. Ill 

the omnipresent Jehovah, while the *' simple 
altar, for high communion meetly spread," 
bore witness in every church that there was a 
remnant of the faithful who had " risen with 
Christ." 

On the last Easter festival the writer was 
present at a country church in a lovely district 

of , a forest sanctuary by the hill side. 

It was a simple, rustic edifice, unadorned by 
the '* cunning work'* of the artificer, but within 
its humble walls* fervent prayer had for nearly 
a century ascended to Him who dwelleth not 
in temples made with hands. 

The faithful few had gathered this morning 
at an early hour. There was but little variety 
in the group of worshipers here ; it included, 
with but few exceptions, only those who from 
a strong love to their Saviour had come from far 
and near to celebrate the festival of his resur- 
rection. 

-There was one peculiar feature in the cha- 
racter of this country flock ; not only were 
nearly all its members kindred in Christ, but 
they were also bound by the ties of natural 
relationship to each other. The patriarchs of 
the fold, as with subdued and chastened fea- 
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tuies they looked «irouHd on the congregation, 
might recognize in almost each individual a 
child, grandchild,^ niece or lAephew. There 
was one who this morning appeared to he an 
object of peculiar and respectful tenderness 
and affection, an aged grandfather over whose 
brow the shades of eighty winters had gather- 
ed. The days of the pilgrim must soon close, 
according to the reckoning of man, but the up- 
right form and' firm step evinced the strength 
and vigour of manhood. How much was 
written upon the brow of that old man f How 
many years of care, how many hours of be- 
reavement, how many scenes of sorrow had 
left their traces on those deeply furrowed 
cheeks ! And now a deeper shade of sadness 
is seen on that brow, always marked by ati ex- 
pression of ** sober, meditative thought" — there 
is calmness, but it is the calmness of recent 
sorrow. That aged man is a mourner ; she, 
who for half a century had shared his joys and 
sorrows, sleeps in the grave. The patriarchal 
husband and wife are separated until that 
"illustrious mom" which our earthly Easter 
so sweetly shadows forth. The departed had 
long been a mother in Israel ; closely had she 
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followed her Saviour^ a willing servant of a 
beloved i^aster. She' had much to make her 
happy, temporal comforts, kind friends, dutiful 
children, faithful servants, a tender and devoted 
husband. She seemed almost to have her 
«* portion in this world," and I believe there 
was but one ungratified wish in her Christian 
bosom. This was, that her husband, who was 
a firm believer in the doctrines and promises 
of the Gospel, and whose life was upright, con- 
sistent and exemplary in the extreme, might 
openly profess himself a follower of Him who 
has commanded all his children to "confess 
Him with the lips." No one ^ doubted the 
piety of this excellent man, or that he had ex- 
perienced that change from death unto life, 
which can alone prepare a sinner for an abode 
in a world of holiness ; yet those who loved 
him best could not but regret that one whose 
daily wWk, exhibited all the fruits of a living 
faith, should fail publicly to acknowledge the 
source from whence he derived his spiritual 
strength. 

The morning services were over in the " for- 
iPst sanctuary," and the band of communicants 
knelt around the little chancel. All had tasted 
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and fek Chat the Lord was gracious in permit- 
ting them so to do. No ! another disciple ; that 
aged man draws neary the tear of joy gli&ftens 
in every eye ; the Pastor's voice falters, his 
hand tremUes, hut his faith-illumined eye 
speaks of inward joy that the long cherished 
desire of his h^art is granted ; and is there not 
joy in heaven as the gkd tidings speed from 
earth that ^ 

<* Aaotber there 
Hai bowed hi penitential prayer Y" 

This good man^s act of allegiance to his Sa- 
viour, had long been made out, and although 
the signature was placed at a late hour, we 
trust he will receive Jiis "penny," while the 
eye of hunwin affection sees in the act an afp 
facting tribute to the memory of the departed 
companion of his earthly pilgrimage. 

But there are other scenes connected with 
this Easter Sunday ,-^scenes of a still holier, 
sadder interest, that rush to my memory as I 
recall those past days. ' 

There was one who once knelt at this same 
altar, and was bound by near natural ties to 
many of this flock, who in the providence of 
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God WB&, removed to a clistant pait of the ^ate, 
U> become the happy centre of a loved and lov- 
ing circle. The Christian child and sister be- 
comes also the Christian wife and mother, ahd 
leaves the hcsf^ie of her infancy and childhood 
to shed light upon another and wider sphere of 
usefulness, and to mingle in new scenes and 
form new friends^ Years roll by— times and 
seasons in the church return, and the « broken 
hwisehold band" remj^mber with deep affec- 
tion those who once knelt aide by side with 
them in the house of Qod ; of some wha are 
the glorified inmates of the " mansions'* pre- 
pai*ed for them above, and of others who are 
still fellow pitgrims with themfselres, but walk- 
ing in a distant path to the same Heaven. 
And was this cherished one forgotten ? O, no ! 
her image arose in the memory, and her name 
was fondly breathed by many a relative^ as the 
prayer ascendfed for blessings on the absent. 
And how was she occupied ? was she eating of 
that bread and drinking of that cup, from 
whence their souls were receiving strength and 
nourishment ? Yes ! the voice of our beloved 
church calls out all her faithful children on this 
most joyous festival, and the same prayers are 
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ascending, and, the same holy sacrament of the 
Lord's Suppet administered, not only through 
the length and breadth of oar own fair land, 
but in regions far aT^road over the dark waters 
of the swelling ocean. 

That Christian parent had watched and pifay- 
ed with her suffering Lord through the affect- 
ing season of Lent*; she had pursued with h^ 
children the earthly journey of the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and pointed out to them that for their 
sake he had been a man of sorrows, and suf- 
fered and died a most painful deftth. 

That mother had no special warning of the 
uncertainty of life. The bloom of health was 
upon her cheek, her comforts clustered thickly 
around her, but all remarked how scrupulous 
had been her observance of the sacred season 
just closed ; she seemed to labour as though 
she were near home, and was " doing her dili- 
gence" to secure the prize of her high calling. 

The morning of the resurrection dawned, and 
like Mary she arpse ** very early* 'and sought 
her Lord. 

Her children were not forgotten ; they were 
gathered around her, and their mother's voice 



Digitized by Google 



AMD COMMUNION IN UEAV£N< 117 

led the lisping anthem of their praises to the 
skies. 

The femily went forth to the temple of Grod 
and united in its holy worship. 

Another altar was encircle d by another band 
of the soldiers of Christ. That mother was of 
the happy number, and with faith and hope, 
knelt to receive the emblems of her Redeemer's 
dying love. How soon weis «be to take them 
anew in the kingdom of God ! The summons 
had already gone forth ; her guardian angel 
stood waiting for her ransomed soul ! To-day 
was she allowed to mingle with God's commun- 
ing people on earth; to-morrow it was her 
privilege to be numbered among the church of 
the first-born in Heaven— fo-c^fft/ her voice 
blended in the sweet sacramental hymn — to- 
morrow it swells the chorus of the " new song," 
and in uninterrupted melody floats on through 
the countless ages of eternity. 

^< One moment she beholds 
Herself 'mid weeping mortals^ and the next 
'Mid seraphs smiling bright ; one moment hears 
The painful sob of sympathizing grief. 
The next tlte shouts of gratulating joy. 
With such a change before her, could she dread 

11 
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An early deaths amid the fatreat scepea 

And brightest prospects that the earth presents !>* 

That sacramental bread was the last food 
tasted by the loved subject of this short sketch; 
her liberated spirit was soon to be taken to thait 
world whose inhabitants hunger no more, nei- 
ther thirst any more. A violent stroke of dis- 
ease laid her a few hours after upon ihe bed of 
death. She calmly met the sudden summons, 
for she was a waiting servant, and to her death 
had no terrors. The Lord had been her por- 
tion in hfe, and in death He did not forsake 
her. With calm resignation and quiet confi- 
dence she bade a short farewell to the loved 
ones who had made this earth's wayside so fair 
to her, and then in " perfect peace " followed 
Him in whom she hstd believed through the 
dark valley of the shadows of deaths 
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** My mother, 0> my mother ! what on earth 
Cao fill the place of her who gave me birth V* 

What an iftteresting link betweei^ one ge- 
neration and another is the blessed form of 
prayer prescribed by the Episcopal church for 
the use of her children ! We kneel in the sanc- 
tuary, and present to the Father of spirits the 
same petitions that once were offered by the loved 
ones, now worshiping before the throne, and 
we feel that their ransomed spirits, though now 
attuned, to the highest note of praise, can still 
sympathize in the devotions that trained them 
for their home in the skies. 

In a more limited, but still sweet sense, are 
Christian friends on earth brought together in 
spirit by the h<Ay oneness of our communion. 
The Sabbftth morning returns, and at the same 
hour, c^nd perhaps moment, the same prayers 
ascend from thousands of worshipers, sepa- 
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rated, it may be, by ^* mount and strearti and 
sea." 



** Eye meets not eye, but with heart 
Together joins in prayer; 
Faith can unite what space would part, ^ 
And God is everywhere." 

It is at such seasons that we feel the rich 
value of our excellent Liturgy, and can fully 
respond to the sentiment of the good Cecil, who 
said that he almost reverenced the walls of the 
time-hallowed churches, that had for centuries 
resounded with the strain, thou art the King 
of glory ^ O Christ! 

Not long since I was visiting a friend, whosfe 
attachment to the Episcopal church is afTec-^ 
tionate and devoted. One morning she ap* 
proached me with a gentle smile, and a coun- 
tenance radiant with the beauty of holiness?, 
and placing in my hand a well-used volume, 
said, in a tone of deep yet subdued feeling, " It 
was my Mother*s Prayer-book.'^* I took the 
volume with a feeling of sacred interest, for 
often had I heard that mother spoken of as one 
of those lovely exam|)les of decided piety and 
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Ohristiaa consistency so rarely found in this re- 
gardless world. 

1 It was a beautiful edition of the English 
Book of Common Prayer, presented to the pious 
owner by an early friend. Its rich leaves bore 
the impress of long but careful use, and the 
exquisite engravings it contained giave evidence 
©fits mice having been a volume of rare value. 
But more interesting to me than these were 
the faint pencilings, drawn under various por- 
tions, which had particularly claimed the cUten- 
tion of the thoughtful reader. I observed that 
these were confined chiefly to the penitential 
portions, and nearly the whole o( the Jifty-first 
Psalm bore the marks of her hand. Thus it 
is, that the most eminent saints are ever the 
most humble, applying to themselves the deep- 
est expressions of penitence that the Word of 
Grod contains. Their communion with their 
Heavehly Father is so near and intimate, and 
they have such a realizing view in His purity 
and holiness, that they are ready to exclaim 
with Job, *^ I abhor myself and repent in dual 
and ashes.^^ 

Beneath the thirty-seventh Psahn was writ- 
ten in a soft, running hcmd, ** Eectd this Psalm 
11* 
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unfh attention^^^ and very comforting indeed is 
it te her who has received the sacred legacy, 
to pursue its cheering promises, and to remem- 
ber that her de^r parent enjoyed that " peace 
at the last'' which the Psalmist promises to 
those, who, like her, " commit their way unto 
the Lord/' 

For many years this interesting woman was 
deprived of the privilege of enjoying the ser- 
vices of her beloved church. She resided in a 
retired district of country,- Where the sound of 
the church-going bell was never heard; but 
by the habitual use of the Book of Common 
Prayer, she kept alive in her own bosom, and 
enkindled in that of her children, a warm love 
for its ddctrines and worship* She has now 
gone from 6arth, and joined the " general as- 
sembly and church of the first-born, whose 
names are written in: Heaven,"^ leaving to her 
descendants the sweet memory of her pioiis 
example, and to all who knew her, a fragrant 
recollection of her good works. 

While reflecting upon the perpetuity and 
beauty of the Liturgy, we are reminded of the 
forcible remarks of Bishop Jebb, who says — 

"Our beloved Liturgy is not the work of 
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one man, of one society, or of one age ; it is a 
precious result of afccumulated and collective 
wisdom. So that, in addition to the touchstone 
of Scripture, we have thje 9empef^ et iibique of 
the universal church to satisfy us that it is 
framed according to the analogy of faith.'' 
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« 'TUreiignation bo vivfeigned, entire, ^ 
, And happy hj severe affliction pro?ed, 
When nature in her tendernesg resists. 
That shines the fairest victory of grace." 

Every new exhibition of the siiMstaining 
power of the religion of the Xjrospel strength- 
ens the faith of the children of God* and helps 
them to go rejoicingly on their way. The 
Christian sees his fellow pilgrims tried in sor- 
row, and rising superio;r to pain, and hears them 
acknowledge that their light and support come 
from the God of consolation. He then sees 
that there is a reality in the religion they pro- 
fess, and rejoices that^ as a partaker of the same 
fakh, he too has a claim upon the same hopes 
and promised when his time of trial comes. 
Such encdurctgementlsr often found in the sick 
chatnber of the good roan, and in theiiome of '^ 
sanctified bereatement. It is always good to 
be there, and in thait'liallowed atmosphere the 
believer resolves to commit himself more unre- 
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seryedly to tfae hands of Him, without whose 
pemaissiQa no shadow darkens bis path, or thorn 
springs up in his way* 

It was one (rf December's darkest and most 
&eary days ttat I for the first time visited the 
sick chamber of Mary M ■ ' . She sat watch- 
ing her " low beating fire," her head leaning 
against the back of her chair, and hpr hands 
folded in that drooping, languid manner, that 
gives an expression of submissive patience to 
the whole figure. You could trace each of 
their blue veins through the transparent cov- 
ering, and as I took one of them in my own, 
its unearthly coldness told consumption's sad 
i^ry. The warm life blood had returned to 
the vitals, that the poor sufferer might a littie 
longer breathe the sad air of earth, 

A sinall table stood beside the invalid ; on its 
snow-white covering was the glass of cordial of 
which she occasionally tasted, and a smaU vase of 
flowers. - The pale rose and gillyflower and the 
changeless myrtle, carefully reared and sheltered 
from the cold winds of winter, had been sent 
by the hand of affection to cheer and refresh 
one from whom the green earth's beauties were 
fore ver shut, but who was fast hastening to a land 
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of ^ererkst?!^ spring" and fadeless floweis. 
The^hart oi that region lay beside th^m-^^r 
Bible! her sweet dependence ih tikis hour of 
need-^it was her own littb pocket I^ble; one 
which she had consecrated with prayers and 
tears and study when first she sought to be 
numbered among the followers of Christ. It 
was her guide then^ her <;omfofternow; and I 
thought as I entered that sick room and saw it, 
" Blessed is the nation whose Ood is tli^ Lord,^' 
where this precious Tolume is accessible to all 
—where the bread of. life is freely offered, and 
eTery one. may taste and see how good the 
Lord is. 

Her fother and myself sat on either side of 
Mary. We spoke of her sickness— of its wast«» 
ing nature, of its delusive character, of the vari- 
ous remedies, of the best physicians* She was 
unmoved and indifferent. But when we turned 
from earthly to heavenly themes, to the health <^ 
the soul and the great Physician, to the inspiring 
hopes and promises of the Gospel, her kindling 
eye and animated expression showed that (h^ 
/ount of feeling was awakened. She had been 
forbidden to speak, and could therefore take no 
great part in our conversationt but when we 
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quoted some precious promise or comfoiling 
sonpUiral asauraace, she would lift her eyes and 
fervently exelaim*— -/AimA: you. 

I aroste to go. ^< I shall see you again soon, 
Mary ijooiy constant prayer is for you and your 
dear father." The only earthly chord that still ' 
Tibrated had heen touched ; she burst into tears* 
and felling hack in hei^ chair, exclaimed in a 
tone of agonized ' feehng, " my dear, desolate 
father." . 

- I thought it best to go, for but one voice could 
speak peace to the troubled soul at such a mo* 
ment, aiMl committing Mary to Him, I took my 
leave. 

Her fisUher followed me to the door, aud we 
slood for a moment on the steps ; he looked 
anxious and said, '' You see my dear child can- 
not yet give up all for Christ ; she will at times 
speak of her death with calmness, of her separa- 
tion frc«n her many friends, and her perfect trust 
ifther Redeemer, and sometimesi think her quite 
ready to depart ; but when she speaks of me, 
she looks back and clings to earth. Lonely 
indeed will be the few remaining days of my pil- 
grimage without her, but could I see her per- 



Digitized by Google 



nS TBS FATBER^I^ GONtfOLATION. 

fectly reconciled I could submit without a teat* 
You will remember us at a Throne bf Grace." 
* * * . * . * ^ • 

The shor* wintry days sped by ; gladly and 
gayly were they sp^nt by the children of fashion 
and opulence ; sadly and drearily by the victims 
of sorrow and sickness. The people of God 
had " light in their dwellings," though all out^ 
ward circumstance seemed adverse, and to such 
a dwelling we again take our kind reader. It 
was our last visit to the sick room of Mary 

M — ; we found her fast drawing towards 

her latter end. - Her head reclined on the piU 
low from which it was never more to rise, but 
Jesus had smoothed that pillow and made that 
chamber the portal of eternal life.. An expres- 
sion of perfect peace rested on the countenanca 
of Mary, which changed into a faint but cheet* 
ful smile when she spoke to me. The last Unk 
that bound her to earth had been gently loos* 
ened, and her liberated spirit looked gladly to 
the skies. 

" You UMiy talk about dear father now," sh^ 
said, as she extended her hand to me. '* My 
soul's leave has been taken of him, and now 
my thoughts all rest upon our eternal re-union 
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and look quite over the short interval of sepa- 
ration. It was for A'i» sak^e I wished to stay, 
not for my own, for to eheer his declining years 
has been the greatest, comfort of my youthful 
life \ but he knows that I must go, and h<B 
cheerfully listens to the summons of our Master; 
and now I am ready, waiting, for the coming 
of my DOTd." 

Her patriarchal parent stood by and heard 
her witir calmness ; it was the sweet triumph 
of grace over nature. Every earthly feeling 
had been brought into subjection to the will of 
Grod; and looking unto the " recompense of the 
reward," they patiently bore the cross that was 
to secure it to them. 

Once mo3?e I visited thiat house of Christian 
peace, not to look upon the living form of Mary, 
but to learn a lesson of resignation from the lips 
qf iier venerable parent. 
^ I found him alone, with his open Bible in 
his hand, his whitened locks and words of 
cheerful ^ubmisskni strikingly fulfilltng the 
beautiful promise, " in evening time it shall be 
light." Again dnd again had death entered 
his "dwelling and borne from bis embrace the 
beloved inmates, and for several years he had 
12 
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been leftVith Mary, his only daughter, who 
shared with him the loneliness of their once 
well-filled homau Her filial love and tendemesa 
had cheered his declining footsteps, and her 
gentle piety ccmiforted hii$ heart. She had 
been tke child of disappointment ; but itis early 
lessons, while they mellowed the bright colouring 
of her character, taught her to seek the lore of 
Him, 'with whom is " no variableness, neither 
shadow of turning." ^ 

But now, she too wps taken, and ihe aged 
parent was left to tread alone the few steps that 
remained between him and the grave. But a 
voice from heaven spoke to his- heart in lan^ 
guage full of consolation. 

His child had died as she had lived; 

" 'Twas rather the deep, humble calm of faith 
Than her high triumphs :»' 

but it had given ^eacc to the departed, and 
enabled the survivor to live in hope. 

When I entered he received me with a cor- 
dial smile, and almost before the first salutations 
were exchanged, commenced speaking on the 
subject that now fiiHed all his thoughts. 

^ Since I last saw you, my friend, God has 
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taken from me my dear, dear cHild. The 
event was solemn, but much consolation was 
mingled with its circumstanceis. Her end was 
full of peace ! Her Saviour was with her to 
the last, and now she has gone to be for ever 
with him. I sat beside her and heard her 
last breath. , Her immortal soul was geptly 
severed from the perishing body, and withoitt 
a sigh or struggle ascended to its GrOd. I do 
assure you that her sick chamber was quite on 
the verge of Heaven. It was a privilege to be 
there. 

**' Father,' she said to me, *I have been 
thinking of the chai'acter of God, of the kolir 
ntss of God, and I see at this mdment a 
** beauty in holiness" that I never saw before. 
How can I appear before an infinitely Ao/y 
Godr 

***My daughter,' I answered, *what does 
this mean ? " Blessed are they which do hun- 
ger and thirst after righteousness ;" righteous- 
ness here means holiness^ iresemblance to God. 
Now let me repeat it to you, " Blessed are they 
which do hunger and thirst after koUness,^^ — 
what is the promise, Mary V Her countenance 
kindled with a hdy brightness, as with deep 
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feeling she exclaimed, * tkey sJialt be filled t 
An extreme diffidence in herself characterized 
he^r whole Christiatirexperience. Towards the 
last this increased, hut 'at the same time her 
reliance upon her Saviour became more simple 
and implicit,' Religious biograp^hy was a fa-' 
vourite kind of reading with her, and occupied 
many hours of her last sickness. But shfe said 
it humbled her to read accounts of such exalted 
Christians, she found herself so far beneath 
them in spirituality and religious attailfiments. 
*But after all,' she would add, 'of ourselves, 
we can do nothing, and I trust we depend upon 
the same Saviour to procure for us admission 
into the kingdom of Heaven,' 

" She knew how dependent I had been for 
years upon her care and kindness, and at 
times, as you know, she felt anxious about ^n!y 
comfort. But trust at the last triumphed, and 
she was enabled to feel that all these things 
would be arranged by Him who loved me b6st. 

" * It will be but a iiule while. Father,' she 
said, * a very little while, and we shall be re- 
united. Jesug will hot leave you cornfortieas ; 
commit me to his arms once more, dear Father !' 
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I did so. She was absent from, the body and 
present with the Lord. 

^'I saw her, my friend, in her co&i* I 
stood by for hours as she ]ay there in her still 
beauty, all unconsdous of my presence. I have 
seen her look lovely before, in her bloom of 
youth, in the gay dress of pleasure, but she 
never looked so sweetly to me as in that last 
white robe, for it i^eemed to me an emblem of 
that garment of righteousness with which I 
knew her immortal spirit was forever clothed. 

** And now she is gone. It t^ sad, nery sady 
to look about and not see oi|e familiar fEice.'* 
He gazed wistfully around the apartment, and 
for the first time tears came to his relief. After 
a moment, he continued. " Do not think I 
murmur;! sometimes indulge my feelings in 
this way ; I hope it is not wrong ; religion does 
not hlunt the sympathies and afiections, it only 
purifies them. I love each of my friends with 
a double tenderness whom I love in the bonds 
of Christ, and while I weep for them, I rejoice. 

'< God has smitten me, as you know repeat- 
edly ; sometimes he has permitted me to see 
why the cross was laid, the pang inflicted. 
12* 
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Other acts of his providence are still involved 
in obscurity ; but what I know not now I shall 
know hereafter. 

" The Judge of all the earth must do right, 
and I repose myself upon Him, with the firm 
and stveet conviction that infinite tvisdom can- 
not err. Infinite goodness cannot be unkind. 
Here, my friend, is the father'' s consolatum P* 
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A, little while they dwell with us, blest ministers of love. 
Then spread the wings we had not seen, and seek their 
home above. 

A Christian writer has well said, " if watch- 
fulness and carefulness are necessary in bringing 
up & family of children, a double portion of dili- 
gence is requisite in the care of an only child.'* 
It is an observation full of truth. In a family 
there are a balancing power and influence which 
assist in keeping each young heart in place ; 
but where all is done for one, and that one sees 
itself a sole object of care and solicitude, the 
feelings of self-love and self-will which the 
judicious parent labours to check, are disposed 
to take deeper root and to grow more luxu- 
riantly. 

Eliza A. was an only child. She was early 
left to the unshared care of a bereaved mother, 
who with warm and concentrated affections 
detennined to do more than ever parent had 
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yet done to bring up her child for present and 
future happiness. She bent herself to thi$ work 
with faith, energy and prayer. Line was laid 
upon line and precept upon precept, and better 
than these, the light of a piOus example and 
consistent Ufe was reflected upon the unstained 
sur^ce of her daughter's mind. 

Mrs. A. found Eliza a wUUng pupil. She 
was a gentle, affectionate, and obedient child, 
indisposed to the boisterous plays of children, 
and of a peculiarly reserved and pensive tem- 
perament. Hei: health was not robust, and her 
slender frame seemed ready to yield to. the first 
blast of disease that might visit it. This cir- 
cumstance deepened the interest with which a 
fond mother and indulgent circle of friends re- 
garded Eliza, and made Mrs. A. doubly anxious 
to see her daughter prepared for a world to which 
she might receive an early sumrtions. But years 
passed on, and as yet no evidence of such pre- 
paration rewarded the efforts of the pious pa- 
rent. Lovely and affectionate as was Eliza to 
all around her, there was nothing like the vital 
godliness of a regenerated heart apparent in 
her character or conversation. 

She paid respectful but silent attention to th^ 
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admonitions of her mother, and outward rever- 
ence to the worship of God's house, but the 
words of the preacher seemed to affect her like 
SL "Very bvely song of one that hajh a plea^nt 
voices and can play well on an instrument;" 
for she heard their word$ but did them not. 

At the £kge of seventeen the seriousness that 
had always characterized her, greatly increased, 
and a settled dejection se^mi^ the consequemse. 
Her interest in her usual employments decHined^ 
and the kind attentions of her friends were dis- 
regarded. This was a sore season of trial to 
the faith of Mrs. A. At the moment when she 
had hoped to see her child clothed in all the 
cheerful radiance of the beauty of holiness, 
adorning the doctrine of her Saviour and openly 
professing herself his follower, she saw her ap- 
parently indifferent to what concerned the life 
that no^ is, as well as that which is to come, 
and living with blessings all around her without 
enjoying any of them. 

But ** God is his own interpreter," and al- 
though he may for a time conceal his ways 
from his children, behind a dark cloud, yet in 
his good time he. will make them plain if their 
faith fail not. It was so in the present instance. 
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The bud that seemed so bitter, contained the 
germ of a sweet flower that was to bloom 
brightly in the Paradise of God. 

From the age of ten to that of fourteen, Eli2a 
bad been at school about thirty miles from the 
city of her home, and under ^he care of the 
intpUigent and pioiid lady who presided over 
the institution, she had made good improvement, 
and always reverted to this period as one of the 
happiest of her life. Nearly three years had 
passed since she left school, and now, to the 
surprise of all her friends; she proposed return- 
ing and spending another year at the Semirtary 
of Mrs. N . 

Much as her mother regretted the prospect 
of such a separation, she at the same time feh 
rejoiced at a proposition which evinced some 
remaining interest in* things around her, and 
most readily yielded to the request of Eliza. 
She accompanied her to the school, and af^er 
remaining a few days, left her, with the earnest 
hope and prayer, that it might be " good*^ for 
her to be there ; and committing her to the pro- 
tecting arm of her God, pursued her solitary 
way homeward. 

How true it is that we are always more ready 
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to i^veal our feelings eoocerning ^cred. things 
to compftrative striangbrs rather than to our 
nearest and dearest friends. The reserve that 
h^d so long rested upon Eliza was now dis« 
peUed ; the cause of her late disquietude ex* 
plained; to her early friend and instructress 
she frankly and fiilly unbosomed her anxieties; 
she c^essed that it was solicitude repecting 
Jier soul that had caused her sadness ; that her 
heart was filled wjth doubts and fears and mis- 
givings, and that she had dreaded to reveal the 
state of it to her fond mother : the sins of her 
past life rose-before her like a thick cloudy the 
"remembrance of them was grievous — the 
bflrden of them intolerable," Mrs. N. listened 
to this recital with the ready interest of a 
Christian heart; and while she wept, rejoiced 
with the young penitent : she encouraged, 
while she warned her, and kneeling by her 
side, prayed that He who had doubtless com- 
menced this good work would bring it to a happy 
and glorious conclusion. Eliza was cheered by 
this ready sympathy, and avowed her determi- 
nation to persevere in the study of the Bible, 
and in diligent prayer for the enlightening in^ 
fluence of the Holy Spirit. Such efibrts never 
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lose their rewardt if commenced and contmued 
in the spirit of a " little child." Their hlessed 
effects were soon visible in the present case. 
God did not reject the convicted penitent, but 
soon poured into her bosom the ** oil of joy foic 
mourning," and permitted her to exchange the 
** spirit of heaviness" for the beautiful " garment 
of praise." 

For some time EKza requested Mrs. N. not 
to communicate to her mother intelligence of 
the change in her feelings. She dreaded lest 
she might excite in heit bosom hopes which 
might never be realized, and lead her to feel 
that her child was in the fold of Christ while 
she was yet a wanderer. But scm^e months 
had passed^ and Eliza had grown rapidly ia 
grace and in the knowledge of her Lord. She 
was now anxiously desirous to confess Him be- 
fore men, and approach the altar of his love. 
She begged Mfs. N.now to write to her mother. 
« And what shall I say, my dear child ?" asked 
her friend. " Tell her the captive is frtty^ 
was her only reply. 

Not many Sundays afler, the mother and 
daughter were seen kneeling together at the 
table of the Lord. The holy joy of Mrs. A/s 
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heart may be realized by every Christian mo^ 
ther. 

Thus was Eliza ripening for the home she 
was soon to enter andenjoy» We have alluded 
to her delicate health. At the expiration of a 
year she left the seminary where she had en- 
joyed so much, and returning home, spent two 
years with her mother in the most peaceful and 
delightful manner. But she was often visited 
with seaspns of severe indisposition, which she 
bore meekly and patiently as one whose affec- 
tions were set upon a better world. 

At the early age of twenty years she finidied 
(ler pilgrimage, gently closing her eyes on the 
pushing joys of earth to open them upon the 
excellent joys of heaven. 

And now the " captive is indeed free"—* 
free among the blessed, enjo3ring the glorious 
liberty of the children of God ; sin can no more 
oppress her spirit, nor sorrow chill her heart ; 
but with a bosom calm as the brow of Jesus, 
she is, we trust, enjoying the society of just 
men made perfect. 



13 
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"If »twti not good for man to live 
In ParndusB alone. 
Two in a ieaerVB w^ary wilda 

Are better far than ene i 
Mutual their wants and wishes too^ 
They h6lp, conjoined, each other through." 
Rev. W. Jat/ 

How beautiful is the bridal! under any cir- 
eumstances a scene that excites interest and 
awakens sympathy in the coldest heart ! We 
look upon a young maiden just entering Hfe, 
which, to her undisciplined heart, seenis one 
continued flowery pathway, and see her be- 
stowing the wealth of her young affections upon 
one distinguished in the sight of man, and fol- 
lowed by txoops of admiring friends. Their 
hopes are bright, but it is a brightness that 
must be overcast, for it is bounded by the grave, 
and reaches not beyond its narrow limit. Here 
we look on with interest, but there is a tinge of 
melancholy mingled with our congratulations, 
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and we pray that the stream of happiness upon 
which our young friends are sailing may not 
convey th6ra entirely away from the source of 
ev6ry Messing. 

But how deep and holy, and unmingled with 
applrehension, isr the fount of feeding that is 
stirred on beholding two youn^ hearts conse- 
crated to each other, that have before beea 
given to God,— two, whose hopes and fears 
and aims are one, becoming " one in the Lord," 
and with ^emctified afi^ctions commejicing to- 
gether their heavenward course. Then it is 
that Christ 

** Clasps the m&Mage band, 
And fits the spousal ring," 

and bestows his unqualified blessing. 

♦ * * ' « « 

The daily service Was ovet in the — — 
Church of — — , that time-honoured sanctuary, 
where, for many a score of jrears, sacrifice and 
pure offerings of prayer and praise had been 
presented to the Lord of the Sabbath. Twi- 
light came on, and in the religious dimfiess of 
the ancient edifice were seen groups of hnger- 
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ing woz»hipers collecting about the-efaancel ia 
silent bat pleased attention. 

Why do they tarry ? No ehvgrch-going bell 
summons them to a vesper service-^-no font of 
pure water invites the candidate for holy bap- 
tism ; no emblem of mourning Whispers " dust to 
dust ;" but something is to be done, for distinct 
nmUdpation is written on each earnest face« 
Children are there, buoyant and restless, and 
anon they give anxious glances towards the 
chapel (^r ^ if from thence the soluti(»i of tbe 
mystery was to proceed. It opeqs, and the 
venerable Bishop of — -*- advances and is 
seated beside the holy table. How like a shel- 
tering rock in memory's waste is jny recollec- 
tion of that apostolic man, with his silvery 
"crown of glory,"* worn while yet in a world 
of sin ! 

How often have I been cheered by his pa- 
triarchal smilef, find strengthened by his pa- 
triarchal blessing ! Lcmg may he be spared to 
strengthen and bless his people. 

Again there is stillness for a brief space, and 
then " approaching down the hallowed aisle" 
is seen the happy group for whom we wait. 

* PpQfT^rbs, xvi. 31. 
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The Bridal party ! It was a sweet and precious 
scene ; there was everything to make it so^-* 
there were youth and health, and piety, and 
taste, and the quiet bliss of recifirocated afSsq- 
tion, the lore of happy Christian, hearts. 

The voice of prayer arose, and the beautiful 
service proceeded ; the holy vow was exchang- 
ed, and the loved ones received the Bishop's 
blessing, and we doubt not, the blessing of Him 
who, when on earth, hallowed by His presence 
this holiest of ties. Shall not the recollection 
of Cana's glies^ shed a sacred charm over the 
marriage hour of ey»ry Christian ? 

*' Only kneel on, nor tarn away 
From the pure shrine where Christ to>day 
Will store each flower ye duteous lay 

For an eternal wreath.^' 

Years have rolled by since we stood at this 
bridal, and offered to our young friends our 
Christian salutations, congratulating them from 
the depths of a loving heart. They commenced 
together a Hfe of active usefulness, and we have 
marked their onward progress, and seen them 
** daily increasing in all good works, and in the 
.knowledge of God," and as we have contem- 
13* 
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plated the weakened friendships, brokea ties, 
and tearful porti(Hi0 with which the woidd 
abounds, we have lo^ed to hck hexk upon that 
soany, bridal hour, and to trace the loving" 
kindness of God, in the calm succession of 
happy years succeeding it. 
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Happy are th«y who reit 
In their ew.A churchyard and totnb ; 

Yet those shall all be blest 
Who sleep in Ocean's gloom. 

Their Saviour walks their grave beside 

If in His fKith and hope they died. 

In the spring of the year 1831, a large packet 
ship sailed from one of our southern ports, with 
fair winds and full-spread sails, filled with pas- 
sengers who were leaving the dry sands and 
warm atmosphere of the south, and looking for- 
wards with eager anticipation to the rich green 
fields of the northern states, which they hoped 
in a few days, to reach. 

A great variety of persons were assembled 
et^ day in the cabin of this vessel. There 
were the gay and careless just entering life, 
and treading lightly and fearlessly along its 
path, and there were the old and thoughtful, 
looking back upon life and seeing it just as it 
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"A wilderiiig mase 
Where sin has tracked ten thouffand ncays." 

There were little children there too^*-dear littk 
children — ^the sweetest objectg in this world 
when found in the fold of Jesus Christ Among 
those were some who were blessed with pious 
parents, ctnd had been taught that God was 
everywhere present, and to be daily sought by 
them whether they were at home or abroad, at 
sea or on land : and every n^oraing and evening 
you would see their sainted mother take them 
by- the hand, and quietly closing the door of 
the confined state-room, bend witli them and 
join in their humble, childish petition. The 
little ones feared neither the smile nor laugh of 
man, and it was refreshing to hear their in&^ 
supplication rising up amidst the din, the bustle 
and profanity of a ship's crew. 

One of the most interesting groups among 
this mixed company was a mother euad daugh- 
ter, who appeared to be alpne and distinct from 
every one else. They did not mingle with the 
gay circles upon deck, nor come to the table 
with the other passengers, but day and night 
the mother was seen sitting beside her child, 
who was wasted by disease and suffering. She 
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was a yiMing person, perhaps eighteen y%ars 
old. — ^* the only child of her mother, and she a 
widow.'* Their home was in Pennsylvania, 
where Plrovidence had bereft their family of its 
head, and taken one after another from its bo- 
som, until mother and child were left alone. 
Bitt they had a Protector— an Almighty 
FrieAd. In ** all time of their prosperity," in 
the hour of heahh aiid happiness, they had 
soaght a betted country, «ven an heavenly, and 
had laid up for themselves those ** true riches" 
which were available in the day o^temporal 
poverty. 

When Louiisa saw that her mother must be 
deprived of her usual comforts, and that their 
slender income could barely yield them the 
necessaries of life, with the simple energy of a 
Christian woman, she sought how she could 
make the best practical application of the talents 
and education with which she had been blessed. 
In a short time she was scccess fully engaged 
in teaching in a neighbouring school. It was 
a laborious work, and often called for the 
exercise of all her patience, but for two years 
she was happy, very happy in its performance. 

God says to the Christian, " As thy day is, 
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80 shall thy strength be," and I believe that 
strength is often granted tq the body as well aa 
the aoxily for all it has to meet. But enduring 
rest was prepared for Louisa, and at the end of 
her second year's labours she was laid upon the 
bed of sickness. Hex disease was severe, and 
a violent cough racked her ibeble frame, Imt 
still she was calm and cheerful, and thou^ the 
brightness of her eye told of speedy dissohiticm* 
it also spoke of a high hope beyond the ^rave. 

As winter approached her symptoms becmxie 
more alajnning, and as a last earthly resort, h» 
mother determined upon trying a sea voyage 
and a southern climate. 

Louisa affectionately submitted to the wishes 
of her parent, though she felt at the time that 
the decree had gone forth, and that change of 
place could only add a few more to her days of 
suffering. 

The winter was now over and gone, and the 
time of singing of birds had again come. With 
the first breathings of spring Louisa turned her 
eyes homewards. The soft southern air had 
for a -time refreshed her languid frame, and for 
the first few weeks she seemed better; but it 
did not last, and she soon began to grow weaker 
every day, until she was at length confined con- 
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stantly to her bed; She was borne to the ves- 
sel and placed in her narrow berth, and there 
her wakeful mother supported her aching head, 
and repeated to Jie^ from the Word of God those 
precious promises to the dying believer — Zo, 
/ am tuith you cdwaysy even unto the end. 
Fear notf I am with thee. When thou walkest 
through the vailey of the shadow of death thy 
rod and thy Uaff^ they comfort me. 

We now come to the scene at Which our 
little narrative commenced. The low, heavy 
breathing of the invalid showed that she slept, 
and the tears that rolled over her mother's 
cheeks, and which she permitted not the 
waking eyes of her child to witness, showed 
that she felt that that sleep must soon be final. 

The weather had been fine, the sea smooth 
and the wind fair, and the vessel rode majesti- 
cally over the broad Atlantic, as if it despised 
its roaring and could master its roughest wave. 
But the third day a black cloud appeared near 
the horizon, and though it seemed not " larger 
than a man's hand," it did not escape the vigi- 
lance of the wary captain. * . 

" That cloud will give us some trouble yet 
before we pass the Hatteras,"" said the man at 
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the wheel, " though it seems to be fast asleep 
there." The captain's orders were issued,an(J 
soon every man was at his post taking in the 
sails, which had been, gallantly spreading their 
broad breasts to the wind. 

The white canvas soon disappeared, aji4 
the vessel prepared to weather the storm. It 
increased with fearful violence and rapidity, and 
soon the foam dashed angrily over the vessel^ 
and seemed almost to threaten its immediate 
destruction. 

A scene of confusion and terror followedji 
but amidst it all there was one calm bosonu 
It was that of the suffering Louisa, During 
the night she had been gradually sinking, and 
now, at this fearful crisis, her last mon^nt 
seemed near. She was conscious of it, and 
asked her mother to read once more to her 
the opening verses of the fourteenth chapter of 
St. John's Gospel. "And now, dear mother,'' 
she faintly added, ** will you read to me out 
favourite hymn, * Go^ moves in a my8teriou$ 
way?^ It is one I have always loved, and 
when I left my Sunday scholars I requested 
them to learn it to repeat to me when first 
I met them. God has ordered that I should 
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not meet them here. But let me hear those 
sweet verses once more before I go where all 
will be madeplamJ** 

Her mother not being aUe to repeat the 
verses from memory, and the darkness making 
it impossible for her to read them, she could 
not comply with her daughter's dying request. 

"Mother," said a little girl of eight years, 
who had heard the conversation, "Mother, 
I know ' God moves in a mysterious way ;' 
may I say it to the lady ?" And the child 
of the Sunday School stole to the side of the 
dying believer, and putting her little hand 
within her's, repeated in the melting tones of 
early childhood, the sweet verses of the pious 
Cowper. 

"God Uess you, daughter," murmured 
Louisa ; and she closed her eyes ; her breathing 
grew more and more faint ; at length it ceased 
entirely, and she slept to wake no more until 
the summons shall go forth for sea and land to 
give up their dead.. 

Thus the last moments of her earthly exist- 
ence were unexpectedly and sweetly soothed 
by the sound of her own favourite hymn, which 
had been learnt at a Sunday School. 
14 
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** lyiey were lovely and pleatant in their live$y and in 
their death they were not divided.'' 

"Thou hast all seasons for thine own,.0 
death," says the poet, and the ohservation of 
every day verifies the assertion. To every- 
thing else there seems to he a regularly defined 
season — an appointed limit, which man can 
himself trace, hut this, the most striking, and 
important of all events, is locked up in the in- 
scrutable counsels of Him whose own ** days 
are without end.'* And how beautifully this 
accords with the perfect system of God's provi- 
dence towards his creatures ; although we can 
now but imperfectly trace his ways, still we can 
see wisdom written on every revealed page. 
The period of man's life is known only to God; 
and by selecting victims of every s^e and under 
every variety of circumstances, he emphaii' 
colly says to all his children " Prepare to me?t 
thy God !" 
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This solemn truth is illustrated every hour, 
as we foUow'to the grave the infant -of a day, 
the father in his matured manhood, or the aged 
pilgrirti of three score and ten years, who has 
lived out the " few and evil days of the years 
of his pilgrimage;" but seldom has God^s warn- 
ing voice spoken more loudly and sadly than 
in the recent removal of two y^3iting and lovely 
girls, who with bright hopes and unclouded 
prospects, were entering lightly and fearlessly 
the spring-time of their happy and innocent 
lives. 

They were only daughtws'^ihe cherished 
idols of devoted parents, whose lives seemed but 
one constant effort to answer the question, "How 
shall I make these dear objects happy?" 

Their fourteenth birthday had just passed, 
and the buoyant gayety of childhood was slowly 
" changing into the more chastened cheerfulness 
of opening years. — Their health was perfect ; 
and the thick, glossy hair, that fell in profusion 
over their fair unfurrowed brows, shaded cheeks 
beaming with full enjoyment, — their steps 
were light and free, and their joyous youthful 
voices, as they sang the song of happiness, 
made perfect melody in each parent's heart. 
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N«r were thrfr minds neglected. — ^The best 
intellectual training was sought for them, and 
they were daily acquiring those mental trea- 
sures, which were calculated to make them 
useful and interesting women. Wit^ hearts 
full of reverence for the great Author of all their 
blessingsr—of grateful affection for their parents 
and girlish love for their many youthful asso- 
ciates, the young friends ** grew in beauty side 
by side,'' and seemed in their blissful experience 
to prove that this world is not a scene of *^ la- 
mentaticm and mourning and woe." And are 
these suitable victims for the stroke of the de- 
stroying angel ? Are these fit tenants for the 
lonely grave ? " Even so, father, for so it seems 
good in thy sight !" These fair flowers must 
be transplanted from the rough soil of earth to 
the fertile fields of Paradise, where nothing can 
pirevent their full and perfect devek)pment into 
amaranthine loveliness. * * * 

The parents of one of our young friend? had 
lefl her for »a short time that the heahh of a 
beloved and revered mother might be renovated 
by a visit to a northern climate. She journeyed 
on, and every week letters of afiection were 
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received and sent, assuring th,^ daughter af her 
mother's improvemeat, and the mother of the 
welfare of her cherished one. In a few short 
weeks the parted family hoped to be re-united 
and rejoicing together in their home of piety 
and peace. 

The family circle of the younger victim was 
unbroken. The father had returned only the 
day before from a distant errand of business, 
and the happy group was increased by the pre- 
sence of Mary's loved companion, who was 
spending a quiet social day with her friend. 

It was a lovely summer morning ; fragrant 
flowers and rich fruits hung around the gardtn 
walks, where the young friends spent the early 
hours of the day in cheerful conversation, until 
the noonday heats caused them to resort to the 
shades of the house, and to their books and 
music for amusement. The kind mother sought 
to gratify them by every indulgence, and wil- 
lingly acceded to their proposition for a ride, 
which they would all enjoy together so soon as 
a passing cloud relieved them from the appre- 
hension of rain. * 

Mary and Sarah stood together, watching the 
14* 
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fast-falling drop^ and anticipating the pleasant 
sunshine and promised ride that wer^ to complete 
the day's enjo3rment. Alas ! that day whick 
had dawned in such beauty «ind brightness 
upon that family circle was to close in the deep- 
est gloom, and be remembered as the darkest 
of their earthly pilgrimage. 
' The young victinis turned one glad look upon 
the fond parent who summoned them from the 
damp draught, and r linked in each other's arms» 
bounded cheerfully across the room. 'Twas 
their last earthly smile ! The bolt qf Heaven^ 
with sure and iatal aim^ laid low at (me stroke 
the two fair girb, and before a second breath 
couU be respired their spirits were in the etir- 
nal world« ^ ) 

"They were lovely and pleasant in their 
lives, and in Iheir deaths they were not di- 
vided." 

There they lay— prostrate, extended upon 
the cold, damp floor — their youthful faces up- 
turned to Heaven in the fixed rigidity of death! 
There they lay, side by jside — ^the rich bloom 
still upon their cheeks — ^their round forms, and 
fair brows, and flowing hair full of freshness 
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and life— f Acre they lay in the cold grasp of 
deaths and over them hung the agonized mother 
of the one and friend of the other — helpless, 
hopeless, almost heart-broken ! 

The storm swept on— the heavy thunder 
rolled by and was lost in the distance, and the 
lightning's reckless flash passed from that 
dwelling it had a moment before made so deso- 
late. The awful tidings of its ruthless work 
were borne from house to house, and soon 
friends, neighbours, and physicians were col- 
lected in the stricken dwelling ! 

And what awaited them there ? The cold 
corpses of those sweet children, stretched upon 
the damp pavement in the moveless sle^ of 
death. The prostrate mother lay by their side 
insensible — with wonderful strength and pre- 
sence of mind she had sought the proper re- 
medies, but when she found that deuth was truly 
there, weak nature failed and she sank power- 
less by their side. 
****** lit * 

The next morning we stood at the grave of 
our dear children.— Around it were gathered 
groups of their young companions, whose wail- 
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ing voices alone broke the deep, sad stiUness. 
The hand of affection screwed fresh flowers upon 
their youthful forms — gentle friends stood by 
the side of the mourners £Uid strove to soothe 
their deep fresh sorrow, while the man of Qod 
drew from the Word of Inspiratioji the only 
bahn that could heal their agonized hearts. 
// is the Lord^et Him do wh^t seemeth to 
Him good. . - 

Our sad tale is told— and as we commit the 
dust to its kindred dust, let us address to all 
young surviving friends the sweet word* of the 
Christian poet: 

0, in the morn of life when youth 

With vital ardour glows, 
And beams with sill the fairest traits 

That beauty ean disclose; 

Deep in thy soul, before its powers 

Are yet by sin enslaved, 
Be thy Creator's glorious name 

And character engraved. 

Note. — The above sketch is literally true, and founded 
on the instantaneous death by lightning of £. A. P. and 
M. M. W., of Richmond, Va., August Sth, 1846. 
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LeaTes haye their, thn« to fall ; 

An^ flowers to wither at the north wind't breath, 
▲od ttars to set— ^t all — 

ThoQ hast aU seasons for thise own, death ! 

How full of death is this wotld of sin? It 
is at all tim6s sad, solemn *and mysterious ; sad 
even when the pilgrim of three score and ten 
years sinks heneath the weight of a good old 
age into the faithful tomh ; but O, how myste- 
riously sad, when the voice of God is heard in 
the morning, and hian in the vigour of his 
strength and usefulness is summoned to His 
presence. Southey's beautiful picture of the 
early removal of the gifted Kirke White often 
rushes to my recollection, as I see the young 
and promising summoned to the grave. 

" Just at the moment when the painter would 
have desired to fix his likeness, the poet to sing 
his praises, in the fair morning of his virtues, 
and the full spring blossom of his hopes, just 
at that moment, death has set the seal of eter- 
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nity, and the beautiful has been made perma* 
nent." 

My kind reader I perftaps as you close this 
volume, you will feel that an atmosphere of * 
sorrow and death surrounds most of my way- 
side sketches, and that in my little book, like 
the roll of the pr(^h€t, there is written nothing 
but " lamentation and mourning and woe." It 
may be so, for my pilgrim feet have been led 
along the shaded side of earth's pathway, and 
far more frequently Have I been called to weep 
with those who weep, than to rejoice with the 
rejoicing. 

You will ptirdon me then if the impressioa 
left by thesQ, Sketches he a sad one; I trust it 
will not be unprofitable, for though their perusal 
may dim for a moment the brightness of some 
young smile, the emotion, though transitory, 
may make the "heart better."* 

To the one source of true and enduring light 
I have endeavoured to turn the reader's eye, 
and I have selected only such scenes from the 
many it has been my lot to witness, as should 
distinctly exhibit the might of that grace which 
is "sufficient" for every want of earth's suffer- 
ing children. 

* .Ecclesiastei, vii. 3. 
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There is a **sure refuge for the disttessed in 
all generations," and from it flows an eternal 
peace which earth caflnot give, and, blessed be 
its author, cannot take away ! May all who 
read these imperfect pages possess it, and as 
they glance over this record of sanctifkd sor* 
row, be led more fully to feel that omniscient 
love is ordering their footsteps and mingling 
their cup of joy or discipline. 

My effort is a humble one, but it will not be 
unblest, if in a single bosom, it shall create or 
renew confidence dn Heaven, or awaken a more 
cordial interest in the services of a Church 
within whose holy precincts every living mem- 
ber may find a spiritual home and ark of rest. 

With a prayer for God's blessing, my little 
volume now goes on its forward way ! 

** To God alike the living stream 

And the dull region of the'grav^Q: 

All w^tcVd, protected all, by Him, 
Whose eye can see, whose arm can save. 

In the cold midnight's dangerous gloom. 

Or the dark prison of the tomb. 

Thither we hasten — as the sand 

Drops in the hour-glass, never still, 
So, gathered in by Death's rude hand. 
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The fltorehoose of the grave we fill ; 
And aleep in peace, at safely kept 
As when on earth we smiled or wept. 

What is our daty here t— To tend 
Prom good to better, thence to best: 

grateful to dribk life's cup, then bend 
Unmurmuring to our bed of rest ; 

To pluck the flowers that round us blow. 

Scattering the fragrance as we go* 

And so to live, that when the sun 
Of our existence sinks in night. 

Memorials sweet of mercies done 
May shine our names in memory's light ; 

And the blest seeds we scattered bloom 

A hundred fold i^ days to come." 
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A DEMAND having* arisen for a second edition 
of these imperfect Sketches, we have ventured 
to add to them the following short biographical 
notices of two lovely members of the Christian 
family, who have been summoned to their 
Heavenly home since the little volume was 
first issued. They were striking illustrations 
of that perfection of character which can be 
attained by those who set their Master always 
before them, and live and act under the abiding 
impression that they are co-workers with Him 
in the redemption of a fallen world. 

That their pure and holy example may in- 
spire others with increased faithfulness in run- 
ning the Gospel race, is the prayer of one who 
enjoyed the high privilege of their friendship, 
and offers this feeble tribute to their sainted 
memory. ..^. '•. . , , . 

• ';:^^".'-',w »v •••. • ' -•• 
" Holy ye were, and good and true, 
No change comes o'er our thought of youj 
Under the altar's shade we stand. 
And mourn the broken Christian band." 

15 
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MRS. ANN ELIZA EMPIE. 

Various papers have announced the death of 
Mrs. Ann Eliza Empie, wife of the Rev. Doctor 
Empie^and the announcement has carried sor- 
row to many hearts. The devoted wife, the 
affectionate mother, the faithful friend, the con- 
scientious mistress, sleeps in the silent gtave ! 
We would not attempt to bestow the language 
of eulogy upon one who is now above our praise. 
The memorial of our sister's worth is in every 
heart, and her beloved name is, we doubt not, 
registered in tfie Lamb's book of life. But she 
has left us an "example that we may follow in 
her steps," and it is with the hope that a slight 
sketch of her pure and beautiful character may 
guide and cheer some child of God upon the 
heavenward way, that we yield to the prompt- 
ings of our feelings, and ofier this imperfect 
tribute to her consecrated memory. Ann Eliza 
Empie was the daughterof Judge John Wright, 
of Wilmington, and was early, in life married to 
the Rev. Adam Empie, of whom she was for 
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twenty-nine years the faithful and devoted wife. 
Of a temper naturally elastic, a spirit attuned 
to harmony, and a disposition full of love, she 
was the affection and regard of all who knew 
he^f. even before her character had taken the 
fixed and holy impress that it bore in after life. 
But she did not put off the work of her salva- 
tion ; she " came to the cross while her young 
cheek was blooming," and the sanctifying in- 
fluence of the religion of Christ soon hallowed 
the native loveliness of her character. A chast- 
ened cheerfulness now took the place of the 
buoyancy of youth, and with new hopes, fears 
and aims, the young servant of God prepared 
herself for the duties, responsibilities, and trials 
of the Christian life. Cherishing by daily de- 
votion that tenderness and sensibility of con- 
science, which makes the believer '* simple con- 
cerning the evil and wise concerning the good," 
her Christian character was formed in that fair 
proportion which so highly adorns the religion 
of its possessor. ^To a refined and cultivated 
intellect, a warm and chastened imagination, 
were united a degree of prudence, delicacy and 
tact, which enabled her to think, feel, and act, 
with almost instinctive propriety. Her man- 
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ners were marked by gentleness and grace, and 
the charm of her conversation was equaled 
only by her own seeming unconsciousness of 
her power to please. As the wife of a clergy- 
man she had no " certain dwelling-place," and 
at various times her lot has been cast in differ- 
ent parts of. our country ; and in all the circles 
to which she has been thus introduced, she has 
always been loved ^^just in proportion as «Ae 
has been known.^^ . Her perfect command of 
temper was unaccountable, except to those who 
have learned in the school of Christ the price- 
less value of a meek and quiet spirit. Says 
one who was for ten years an inmate in her 
family, " during that period i never saw her irri- 
tated ; I have seen her indignant at wrong, but 
never vexed." Such was the temper of her 
Master, the meek and holy Jesus. Such was 
her temper; and will it not sweetly accord with 
the harmonies of that world into which her 
glorified spirit has so recently entered ?— ^ 

In dawn of life she early songht her God, 
And the straight, thorny path of virtue trod. 
Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend, 
Beloved by all, to all the good a friend; 
The bad she censured by her life alone. 
Blind to their fkults, severe upon her ottm. 
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In others' grief»a tender part she bore, 

And with the needy shared her little store. 

At distance viewed the world with pious dread, 

And to God's Temple for protection fled; 

There sought that peace which Heaven alone can give, 

And learned to ii$ ere others learned to Uve* 

If in a character whos^ elements were so 
harmoniously blended there Was one conspic- 
uous trait, it was forgetfulntaa of self. Un- 
mindful of her own delicate health, she would 
spend days and nights by the side of the sick 
and suffering, reheving bodily pain by her gen- 
tle ministrations, and soothing mental disquie- 
tude by her words of cheerful faith ; and when 
the dawning df the morning would have led 
others to repose and refreshment, she would 
seek her closet, and present her first offerings 
of prayer and praise to her Grod. Thus doing 
and diffusing good, she was meekly and unob- 
trusively pursuing her Christian walk, when 
the hand of sickness arrested her steps. For 
the last two years her health had seemed grad- 
ually to fail, but not until Mx months since 
had the symptoms appeared alarming. On 
Saturday the 16th of October, she for the 
last time entered the Church of God on earth. 
15* 
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She bad bent her feeble footsteps thither to 
listen to the preaching of the respected Bishop 
of her native State, and never shall we forget 
the radiant expression of countenance with 
which she described the services to a group 
o( young persons assembled around her on her 
return from the sanctuary. Exhausted by the 
effort, she reclined the remainder of the day 
upon her bed, and never after that morning 
was she permitted to breathe the external air. 
She failed in strength gradually but surely. 
In the month of January her physicians in- 
formed her of the serious nature of her symp- 
toms, and with quiet perception she was at 
once enabled tp trace the probable result. 
From that moment she began to set her house 
in order for death, and to look calmly and 
steadily towards her approaching end. We 
listened to her as she repeated the opinion of 
her medical advisers ; there was deep- and in- 
tense feeling, but no agitation or alarm. She 
spoke of her life, of its mercies and blessings, . 
with grateful recollection of her Saviour, with 
confiding trust of herself, with the humility of a 
forgiven sinner. There was a serene elevation 
in the expression of her countenance and th« 
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tone of her voice. Her spirit was holding 
communion with its Grod, and gently loosing 
itself from the things of earth. She was at this 
time at her cheerful fireside, where kind groups 
of friends daily gathered with tender sympathy 
and anxious sohcitude for her welfare. ' But 
the hand of sickness was not stayed, and sood* 
she was laid upon the bed of languishing no 
more to rise. The power of religion was now 
most strikingly manifested, and its sustaining 
influences exhibited to all around her. Though 
anxious to depart and be with Christ, she 
meekly and submissively used her Saviour's 
fenguage, " Father, not my will, but thine be v 
done," and casting all her care upon him, pas- 
sively awaited her Lwd's pleasure. The 
strong and beautiful language of Scripture 
dwelt upon her lips, and the sacred hymns of 
her Church were sweet and soothing to her 
soul. Again and again did she attest to the 
power of faith to support the believer in the 
hour of sickness and death, and her dying tes- 
timony was to the exceeding preciousness of 
the gift of a Redeemer, The last trying hour 
drew nigh ; she was told that it was so, and 
joyfully and gratefully expressed her thankful- 
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ness. Friends, servants and children were 
summoned around her bed ; she bade each a 
solemn and aflectionate farewell, and as she im- 
printed a mother's last kiss upon the lips of each 
of her beloved children, she lifted a dying 
prayer that they might each seek the Lard 
whom she was about to meet, and become a 
happy family in Heaven. •* Lord, now lettest 
thou thy servant depart in peace; into thy 
hands I coftimend my spirit," exclaimed the 
dying saint, and with the name of her Redeem- 
er still upon her lips, she gently closed her 
eyes upon the pains of earth, to open them 
upon the joys of Heaven. Such was the end 
of our Sister's earthly course, shining more and 
more, until it reached its perfect day in the un- 
clouded brightness of her Heavenly home. 
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Maria Campbell was the daughter of the 
late Gen. Wm. Hull. In early life, she was 
married to Edward F, Campbell, Esq., of Au- 
gusta, Georgia. Sacred and beautiful was this 
unioa ; elevated by virtue, intelligence and re- 
finement, and sanctified by piety, it was a per- 
fect picture of wedded happiness. Months and 
years spent within the hallowed precincts of 
her family circle, enables the writer to bear of 
her the testimony of Burnet to the holy Leigh- 
ton, that in a free and fVequent intercourse of 
many years, she never heard her utter an idle 
word, nor ever saw her in any other temper of 
mind than such as would become one about to 
die. But Mrs. Campbell was not satisfied with 
merely "ceasing to do evil," she was full of 
good works ; and while she laboured unceas- 
ingly in promoting the cause of education and 
religion, she meekly laid her oflferings and ef- 
fotts at the foot of the Cross, and with genuine 
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bamility lost sight of all instrumentality of her 
own. 

Gifted with intellectual powers of a high or- 
der, she had by diligent cultivation and constant 
industry acquired a large store of information, 
which was a source of extensive satisfaction 
to herself and of gratification to those around 
her. Not only inclination but a sense of duly 
impelled her to cultivate carefully her mental 
powers, and amid all the cares, sickness and 
trials of domestic life, sh6 habitually " redeemed" 
a portion of her time for literary pursuits. With 
the happiest grace, she mingled the humblest 
and most elevated duties, and although no one 
could more fully appreciate and enjoy the so- 
ciety of the highly gifted and educated, yet 
she would cheerfully turn from the most brilliant 
circle, to minister to the wants of the child of 
poverty and ignorance. 

To the young her society was very attractive. 
She took a most lively interest in their enjoy- 
ment as well as impro^ment, and many an in- 
dividual has traced to intercourse with her, the 
first promptings of that " higher life" of which 
her own character ofl^ered such a perfect exem- 
plification. Her opinion, advice and counsel, 
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was sought by young and old, and with calm 
sincerity it was ever freely given. 

For with afTections, calm, intense, refined, 
She mixed such pure and holy strength of mind, 
That like heaven's image in the shining brook 
Celestial peace seemed pictured in her look.. 
Hers was ^he brow, in trials unperplexed. 
That cheered the sad and tranquilized the Tezed; 
And while the humblest she would not eclipse, 
The first and wisest hung upon her lips. 

The living spring of so much excellence was 
deep, unfeigned /?tc<^ — a piety removed equally 
from fanaticism on the one hand and lukewarm- 
ness on the other. Retured in the land of the 
Puritans, in the " straightest sect" of those 
religionists, she turned in mature years to the 
Protestant Episcopal Church as a " refuge from 
the storm and shadow from the heat" of varying 
modes of faith. She was convinced of its di- 
vine authority; and although skilled in the 
learning of the fathers, and familiar with the 
mysteries of theology, she rested on her Biele. 
as the rule of bdth and practice, and hy its 
suhlime doctrines and pure precepts she regu- 
lated her life and conversation. I never saw 
any one more devotedly attached to the Episco- 
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pal Church, and yet her catholic spirit seemed 
to embrace the whole family of Christ, and she 
recognized, as fellow Christians, all who rested 
their faith on His atoning sacrifice. 

We have spoken of her deep-felt and active 
philanthropy. The spiritual condition of the 
degraded African was very near her heart. 
She saw in the soul of each benighted slave 
the defaced image of her God, and to restore it 
she laboured in sickness and heahh, in " weari- 
ness and painfulness, in watchings and fastings.^' 
— To the large circle of servants with whom she 
was Qonnected in the responsible relation of 
mistress, she was ever a faithful and devoted 
^^friend^^ in the true apostolic sense, and while 
every care was bestowed on their temporal com- 
fort, she never forgot the priceless value of their 
immortal souls; and she earnestly sought by pre- 
cept and example to prepare them for usefubess 
here and for a final home in that world where 
there is no distinction of persons into '* barbarian 
Scythian, bond nor free." ^ 

To one whose life was such a state of habitual 
preparation, we are not surprised that death 
came without terrors. It found our beloved 
friend waiting for the coming of her Lord. For 
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years her feeble frame had seemed unequal to 
support the brilliant intellect and glowing heart 
it enshrined. The same holy principle of action 
still burned with undimned fervour in the seclu- 
sion of her chamber of sickness, and when she 
could no longer act she consecrated the efforts 
of others by her prayers. 

In entire resignation and placid hope, she 
loosed herself from the sweetest and strongest 
of earthly ties, and was united with the blessed 
company of the redeemed in the unclouded and 
blissful presence of her ascended Lord. 

" Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord. 
Even so saitl^ the Spirit^ for they rest from 
their labours and their works do follow themP^ 
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